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MIDSUMMER,  NINETEEN  FIFTY' EIGHT 


PARK  IN  SPRINGTIME 
by  Elspeth  McGreevy 

Replica  of  the  mural  painted  this  year  for  the  nurses’  waiting  room  of  the 

Montreal  General  Hospital. 
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DANSEURS 
by  Veronica  Butler 

Replica  of  the  mural  painted  this  year  for  the  nurses’  waiting  room  of  the 

Montreal  General  Hospital. 
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EDITORIAL 

“Knowledge”,  said  the  American  Statesman,  Daniel  Webster,  “is  the  great 
sun  in  the  firmament.  Life  and  power  are  scattered  with  its  beams.” 

Once  again  the  school  year  rapidly  approaches  an  end,  and  a  new  graduating 
class  begins  to  experience  the  strange  mixture  of  emotions  and  joy  combined  with  a 
little  sadness,  as  well  as  some  tingling  apprehension  for  the  future.  Looking  back  upon 
the  years,  we  recall  to  mind  the  many  things  that  we  have  been  taught,  the  adventures 
we  have  had,  the  friends  we  have  made — and  in  so  doing  realize  suddenly  how  ex¬ 
tremely  fortunate  each  of  us  is  to  have  been  able  to  attend  this  school.  Here  we  have 
received  a  solid  grounding  in  education,  and  as  a  result  hold  the  key  to  knowledge, 
that  most  prized  possession,  in  our  hands. 

If  a  moment  is  taken  to  reflect  upon  the  above  statement  by  Webster,  one 
can  see  how  readily  it  applies  to  our  present  world  situation.  Never  before  has  know¬ 
ledge  and  its  proper  application  been  so  vital  as  in  this  wonder  age  of  the  sputnik,  this 
mighty  age  that  sees  man’s  slow,  steady  conquest  of  space.  This  does  not  mean,  of 
course,  that  learning  should  be  restricted  to  the  sciences,  for  the  knowledge  of  commerce 
and  trade  and  the  humanities  is  just  as  important.  Certainly  one  can  not  absorb 
everything  there  is  to  know  in  this  world.  Indeed  the  more  one  learns  the  more  one 
realizes  how  really  ignorant  he  is.  Thus  should  man  make  full  use  of  the  time  allotted 
him  to  learn,  discover  and  apply  what  he  has  learned  to  full  effect.  In  doing  this  one 
experiences  deep  personal  satisfaction  and  happiness  as  well. 

Although  the  thirst  for  knowledge  does  not  burn  as  greatly  in  some  as  in 
others,  it  can,  with  the  proper  care  and  encouragement,  develop;  only  then  will  the 
world  attain  unforeseen  heights. 

Hence,  we  who  are  about  to  graduate  from  the  Study  look  back  upon  the 
years  which  we  have  spent  here  with  grateful  hearts,  thankful  for  the  efforts  that 
have  been  made  to  provide  us  with  the  magic  key  to  knowledge.  May  we  make  worthy 
use  of  this  key  and  with  it  open  wide  the  gates  to  wisdom. 
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STAFF  JTOTES 


Last  year  the  Study  lost  five  members  of  the  Staff.  Mrs.  Emo  left  at  Easter, 
and  she  and  Mr.  Emo  soon  welcomed  a  little  Emo.  Caroline  Joy  paid  a  visit  to  the 
school  during  the  Christmas  Term,  and  seemed  to  have  a  very  good  time.  She  has  a 
head  start  on  other  prospective  Studyites,  for  she  made  a  big  hit  with  the  Staff. 

Mrs.  Lennard  also  welcomed  a  new  arrival  to  her  family.  Her  favorite  Christ¬ 
mas  present  was  a  darling  little  girl,  Carole,  born  on  Christmas  Day. 

Mile.  Morin,  who  amazed  and  thrilled  us  all  with  her  many  talents,  left  for 
Paris  to  study  Dramatic  Art.  She  now  has  a  wonderful  position  with  a  theatre  troupe 
in  Brussels,  La  Troupe  Piett.  She  left  us  with  happy  memories,  and  her  cousin  Mile. 
Forget  is  also  very  talented,  as  all  who  have  heard  her  beautiful  voice  will  agree.  We 
are  certainly  very  lucky  to  have  her  with  us.  Next  year  she  plans  to  study  singing 
in  Europe. 

Miss  Currie  returned  to  England  to  be  with  her  mother.  She  is  now  teaching 
in  an  English  school  near  London,  which  she  says  is  much  more  crowded  than  the 
Study.  Next  year  she  is  going  to  take  an  advanced  course  in  teaching  at  the  University 
of  Leeds. 

M  iss  Dalglish  is  now  teaching  at  Roslyn  School  in  Westmount.  We  hope  that 
in  the  near  future  she  will  be  able  to  do  therapy  work,  in  which  she  specializes. 

This  year  we  welcomed  two  teachers  from  England  to  the  Lower  School.  Miss 
Oliver-Bellasis  is  mistress  of  Lower  A,  and  Miss  McLaren  is  mistress  of  Lower  B.  We 
hope  that  they  have  enjoyed  being  at  the  Study  as  much  as  we  have  enjoyed  having 
them. 

The  Geography  department  this  year  was  ably  handled  by  Miss  Grinham, 
who  hails  from  Rhodesia.  Miss  Grinham  has  travelled  throughout  the  world,  and  can 
teach  most  of  her  geography  first  hand. 

Miss  Foster  has  been  invaluable,  not  only  in  Middle  School  History  and 
English,  but  at  the  Bazaar  and  on  the  Magazine  Committee.  She  gave  a  great  deal  of 
her  time  and  energy  to  the  “books”  of  the  Bazaar;  her  help  was  much  appreciated. 

We,  the  Sixth  Form,  have  had  very  happy  year  with  the  staff  members,  and 
we  wish  them  success  and  happiness  next  year.  We  will  remember  them  when  we  go 
our  various  ways.  Isabel  Joseph. 


Prefects — reading  from  left  to  right,  Standing:  Sonia  Stairs,  Jane  MacFarlane,  Isabel  Joseph,  Lynda  Southam 
Sitting:  Christine  Bone  (Sub-Head),  Miss  Lamont,  Anne  Hale  (Head),  Marilyn  Maughan  (Sub-Head). 
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ANNE  HALE 

“  Leisure  is  a  time  for  doing  something  useful ” 

Anne  is  an  endless  source  of  inspiration  and  humour, 
and  a  good  sport  in  both  senses  of  the  word.  She  shows 
her  school  spirit  in  actions,  rather  than  in  words.  As 
she  is  usually  in  stitches  in  Trig  and  Physics,  it  is 
amazing  that  she  gets  as  much  work  done  as  she  does. 
When  she  is  being  impressive,  her  fantastic  vocabulary 
leaves  us  gaping.  Next  year  Anne  heads  for  Neuchatel 
to  join  the  Swiss  Navy. 

A ctivities: 

Head  Girl 
Prefect 

Games  Captain  of  Kappa  Rho,  ’56-57 
Basketball  Team,  ’s6-’58 
Ski  Team  ’56-’ 57 


CHRISTINE  BONE 


“  Genius  is  a  great  aptitude  for  patience.” 

It  was  a  relief  to  hear  that  Christine  heads  for  McGill 
next  year  and  not  for  jolly  old  England.  As  editor  for 
the  magazine,  she  goes  about  her  unending  duties  with 
quiet  efficiency.  That  this  magazine  gets  published  at 
all  is  proof  of  her  ability.  Chris  is  fatalistic  in  her  out¬ 
look  and  deeply  appreciative  of  the  arts  and  the  world 
of  music.  If  you  pass  the  school  at  six  thirty  in  the 
evening,  and  see  a  light  still  on,  it  is  only  Christine 
practising  her  piano.  Good  luck,  Chris. 


A ctivities: 

Sub-Head  of  the  School 
Head  of  Delta  Beta 
Prefect 

Tennis  Team,  ’5 5~’56 
Editor  of  the  magazine 
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MARILYN  MAUGHAN 

“  I  agree  with  no  man’s  opinions.  I  have  some  of 
my  own.” 

Marilyn’s  efficiency  and  capability  together  with  her 
determination  have  helped  establish  her  as  an  out¬ 
standing  school  official.  She  is  also  a  good  student  and  a 
superior  athlete — in  fact,  one  to  be  admired  for  general 
all-round  proficiency.  We  have  never  ceased  to  be 
amazed  at  her  strong  argumentative  powers  which 
have  often  enabled  her  to  fight  a  seemingly  losing 
battle — and  win!  We  join  in  wishing  her  the  best  of 
luck  for  the  future. 

A  ctivities: 

Sub-Head  of  the  School 
Prefect 

Head  of  Beta  Lambda 
Games  Captain  of 
2nd  Basketball  ’54- 
ist  Basketball  ’56-’ 
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Beta  Lambda  ’56-57 
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ELSILYN  BERRILL 

“  Toujours  gaie ” 

Elsilyn’s  argumentative  spirit  has  provided  us  with 
many  an  interesting  debate.  Never  at  a  loss  for  words, 
her  cheerful  chatter  penetrates  every  corner  of  the 
school.  Elsilyn’s  forte  is  mathematics  and  the  sciences, 
which  is  the  heritage  of  her  family.  Her  posters  and 
contributions  to  the  Study  Bazaar  have  always  been 
most  original  as  well  as  beautifully  done.  Next  year  we 
will  find  Elsilyn  across  the  street  from  her  house  at 
McGill  where  she  plans  to  study  science  and  physio¬ 
therapy. 
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ANNE  BRUCE 

“Here  is  a  dear  and  truly  industrious  friend" 

Anne  is  the  original  member  of  the  form  of  ’58.  She 
has  often  graced  the  sport  pages  of  the  newspapers 
through  her  swimming  ability,  and,  as  if  that  weren’t 
enough,  she  spends  seemingly  endless  hours  working 
for  the  Girl  Guides,  and  stud}HngMhe  piano,  which 
leaves  us  amazed  that  she  has^amy  time  left  for  school. 
After  studying  one  year  in  Switzerland,  Anne  in 
t'xg  pursue- a  career  ijynursin 
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VERONICA  BUTLER 

“  I  slept  and  dreamed  the  world  was  beauty ,  I  woke  and 
found  that  it  was  duty ” 

Ronny  lives  in  a  dream.  Deceptively  quiet,  yet  de¬ 
cidedly  talented,  she  gives  full  play  to  imagination  in 
drawing  and  painting.  Reading  and  ’riting,  though 
never  ’rithmetic,  take  up  any  other  time  she  might 
have.  We  wouldn’t  be  at  all  surprised  if  soon  we  saw 
her  novel,  at  present  in  the  making,  on  the  list  of  best 
sellers.  Next  year  she  may  be  seen  strolling  around  the 
campus  of  Mount  Allison,  by  her  native  Nova  Scotia. 


MARY  DARLING 

“ Good  things  come  in  small  packages ” 

It  can  be  seen  by  the  newspapers  that  Mary  has  not 
let  down  the  tradition  of  her  golfing  family.  The  school 
has  also  reaped  the  harvest  of  her  athletic  abilities, 
especially  in  Basketball.  Our  class  typewriter,  she  has 
made  her  Maths  books  a  work  of  art.  In  fact,  everything 
she  touches  has  an  air  of  neat  precision.  We  expect 
that  Mary  will  make  her  mark  at  McGill  next  year. 

•  Activities : 

Games  Captain  of  the  School 
Head  of  Mu  Gamma 
Games  Captain  of  Mu  Gamma  ’5 7-’5 8 
Basketball  Team  ’s6-’57,  ’5 7~’5 8 
Sixth  Form  Treasurer 
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“  If  I  can’t  find  a  way ,  I’ll  make  it’  ’  L-C5^&  "l&fX&L, 

Ski  slopes  have  a  strange  attraction  for  Topsy  as  long  ()  '  j 


as  they  are  covered  with  snow.  She  has  stories  of  her 
wide  acquaintances  from  Boston  to  the  Laurentians. 
It’s  fun  to  have  someone  around  who  will  laugh  at  our 
jokes,  and  crack  a  few  herself.  Her  abilities  range  from 
cooking  to  debating  on  Modern  Art  or  a  political 
argument.  No  discussion  would  be  complete  without 
our  Topsy  of  the  pixie  eyes. 

A  ctivities: 

Junior  Ski  Team  ’5 5-’56 


Senior  Ski  Team  ’57-’5 8 


ISABEL  JOSEPH 


A  ctivities: 

Prefect 

Sub-Head  of  Mu  Gamma 


MARTHA  McMASTER 

“  There  was  a  star  danced ,  and  under  that  I  ivas  born” 
Martha  is  one  of  the  Sixth’s  most  charming  and  gracious 
members.  She  is  also  the  fresh-air  fiend  and  because  of 
this,  sees  to  it  that  the  room  is  kept  well  ventilated. 
Indeed,  the  atmosphere  of  fierce  concentration  has 
frequently  been  shattered  by  the  resounding  bang  of 
the  fire-escape  door  as  Martha  thrusts  it  open.  This, 
we’ve  concluded,  is  to  keep  her  in  training  so  that  once 
again,  Kappa  Rho’s  “blonde  streak”  may  be  first 
across  the  finish  line  in  the  Sports’  Day  races.  We  wish 
her  the  best  of  luck  in  whatever  she  chooses  to  do  in 
future. 


“  Patience  and  diligence ,  like  faith,  remove  mountains” 
A  scientist  at  heart,  Isabel  is  a  hard  worker  and  daunt- 
lessly  tackles  any  problem.  Her  beautiful  crochet  work 
and  her  mascots  are  renowned,  and  her  original  out¬ 
look  brings  a  new  slant  to  class  activities.  We  have 
always  valued  her  frank  yet  kind  opinion.  Next  year, 
she  joins  the  prospective  biologists  at  McGill,  where 
she  can  dissect  to  her  heart’s  content. 


JANE  MacFARLANE 
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“All  the  world’s  a  stage  .  .  .” 

Buoyant,  exuberant  Jane  is  our  class  jester.  Her  wild 
and  woolly  sense  of  humour  has  provoked  laughter 
from  staff  and  schoolmates  alike  on  innumerable 
occasions.  Neither  did  it  lessen  during  the  many  months 
in  which,  due  to  an  unfortunate  accident,  she  was 
forced  to  travel  about  on  crutches,  a  cast  on  her  leg. 
Jane’s  musical  ability  and  strong,  true  singing  voice 
have  proved  a  great  asset  to  the  Study  choir.  We  are 
sure  that  with  her  gifts  and  effervescent  personality, 
she  will  go  far. 

A ctivities: 

Prefect 

Sub-Head  of  Beta  Lambda  ’57-’5S 
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ELSPETH  McGREEVY 


“  I'd  be  a  good  woman  on  fifty  thousand  a  year ” 

Ellie  has  a  profound  love  for  books  and  all  things 
artistic.  Consequently,  she  is  an  extremely  well-read, 
well  informed  person,  especially  in  regard  to  the 
humanities.  Her  wry,  dry  sense  of  humour,  one  of  her 
strongest  characteristics,  as  well  as  her  sophisticated 
manner  would  never  betray  the  fact  that  she  is  the 
form’s  youngest  member.  We  sincerely  hope  that  her 
desire  to  marry  a  millionaire  will  be  fulfilled. 
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“  I  have  ever  loved  to  repose  myself,  whether  sitting  or 
lying ,  with  my  heels  as  high,  or  higher  than  my  head ” 
Janet,  with  her  clear  sweet  singing  voice,  as  well  as  her 
accomplishment  as  a  pianist,  is  another  of  the  form’s 
musicians.  She  also  has  a  remarkable  talent  for  getting 
into  and  out  of  a  succession  of  scrapes  with  a  facility 
that  leaves  us  breathless.  She  has  a  feeling  that  love  for 
our  little  feathered  friends  is  strictly  for  the  birds. 
Janet’s  light-heartedness  and  affability  make  her  one 
of  the  easiest  of  the  form  to  get  along  with. 

Activities: 

Sub-Head  of  Delta  Beta 
Basketball  Team  ’5 7~’5 8 
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JANET  MONTGOMERY 
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LYNDA  SOUTHAM 

“Boot,  saddle,  to  horse  and  away!" 

Lynda  might  be  called  our  S.P.C.A.  representative,  in 
that  she  has  an  unfathomable  love  for  all  God’s  four¬ 
legged  creatures.  This  is  especially  true  in  regard  to 
dogs  and  horses.  It  is  not  surprising  that  she  has 
established  for  herself  a  reputation  as  a  rider.  Quite 
apart  from  this  Lynda’s  good  humour  and  affability 
make  her  a  popular  form  member.  Lynda  is  going  to 
Bishop’s  University  next  year,  where  she  plans  to 
study  psychology. 


Activities: 
Prefect 

,  Ay 

'em  down" 
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“Facts  and  figures,  put 
Sonia  is  the  form’s  mathematical  whiz;  in  fact,  so  much 
so  that  our  Algebra  lessons  are  frequently  interrupted 
with  her  plaintive  “Mrs.  Reiffenstein,  I’m  bored!”  etc., 
etc.  Besides  this  knack  for  numbers,  Sonia  has  been 
blessed  with  a  cheery,  bright  personality,  (as  well  as  an 
irrepressible  and  totally  infectious  laugh). 

Next  step  after  the  Study  is  Bishop’s  University, 
through  which  we  are  certain  she  will  breeze  without 
any  difficulty.  \ 

Activities:  . ,  1  p 

Head  of  Kappa  Rho>c-A_^^9  QlA\  \x — cz.  y 
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Sixth  Form  Treasurer  ~~ 
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“  With  mirth  and  laughter ,  let  all  wrinkles  come ” 
Another  class  comedienne,  Sally’s  particular  brand  of 
humour,  coupled  with  her  high  pitched  snicker,  have 
reduced  us  many  times  to  ’mass  hysteria — and  that  is 
putting  it  mildly.  She  is  also  the  lucky  owner  of  a 
ferocious  looking,  but,  as  she  maintains,  sweet  tempered 
Bulldog,  Dempsey,  who  has  gained  a  reputation  in  the 
Sixth  Form.  Sally’s  faithful  affection  is  an  example  of 
her  love  for  the  ridiculous  and  the  impossible.  With 
her  wit  and  sparkle,  she  will  enjoy  herself  wherever 
she  goes. 

A ctivities: 

Sub-Head  of  Kappa  Rho 
Tennis  Team  ’56  -’57 
Ski  Team  ’5 7~’5 8 


CAROLINE  WHITE 


“ One  of  the  best  things  you  have  up  your  sleeve  is  your 
funny  bone ” 

Caroline  came  to  us  in  Middle  V,  all  the  way  from 
Switzerland,  and  has  since  been  the  envy  of  all  for  her 
French  ‘ear’,  not  to  mention  her  globe-trotting  activ¬ 
ities.  Although  she  is  quiet,  her  spasmodic  comments, 
issuing  from  the  back  of  the  class  leave  us  in  fits  of 
laughter,  and  savour  strongly  of  her  unique  and  quaint 
cast  of  mind.  Next  year,  Caroline  returns  to  Switzer¬ 
land. 


^>..0 


(ye  ^  Me? 

lULcAiJL^  Dj-e'  D-€  cxjti)  QU&A'S? 


LAMENTA 


0!  exam  time  now  is  with  us;  this  is  very  sad  to  find! 

I  can  scarcely  disbelieve  it;  it  would  prove  me  deaf  and  blind. 

But  although  I  take  its  meaning,  ’tis  with  such  a  heavy  mind. 

Here  you  come  with  your  old  tortures;  here  is  all  the  good  they  bring, 
Head-aches,  heart-aches,  night-mares,  visions,  nervous  tensions  heightening, 
Where  within  the  Study  quake  the  girls  with  thoughts  most  frightening. 

While  I  sit  and  try  to  answer  questions  glowering  up  at  me, 

While  I  ferret  out  the  pitfalls,  laid  therein  abundantly, 

All  the  knowledge  I’ve  absorbed,  leaves  me  temporarily. 

(sometimes  permanently) 

Come  on  now,  you  knew  your  Physics,  something  of  Geometry! 

Mathematics  were  your  pastime,  mainly  Trigonometry. 

Calm  yourself,  and  take  it  easy;  you’ll  not  fail,  it  cannot  be! 

(All  resemblance  to  Browning’s ‘Toccatta  of  Galuppi’  is  purely  coincidental) 

Veronica  Butler,  Christine  Bone,  Sixth  Form 
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CAGES 


He  drew  his  thin  coat  more  tightly  about  him  and  thrust  his  fists  into  the 
depths  of  his  pockets.  Snow  was  beginning  to  fall  in  crisp  flakes,  and  soon  they  made 
white  patterns  among  the  coat  folds.  He  could  feel  the  cup  on  his  knee  beginning  to 
slip  then,  though  he  could  not  see  it,  and  quickly  he  put  out  a  hand  to  steady  it.  As 
he  did  so,  the  clink  of  coins  sounded  and  a  man’s  voice  muttered,  “Poor  soul!” 

“Merci,  merci.  Thank  you,  and  God  bless  ye,”  he  shivered,  and  drew  into  his 
coat  once  more. 

Not  five  minutes  after,  more  coins  were  dropped,  and  a  child’s  voice  asked 

timidly: 

“Are  you  very  cold  ?” 

The  man  raised  his  head  sharply,  so  unaccustomed  was  he  to  hearing  any¬ 
thing  but  “Poor  Soul!”  addressed  to  him,  and  this  from  a  child. 

“Thank  ’e,  little  one,  but  don’t  you  bother  about  me.”  He  smiled  a  little, 
trying  to  imagine  what  the  girl  would  look  like. 

“Oh,  no.  What  I  want  to  know  is  are  you  really  cold,  and  is  it  fun  getting  all 
that  money,  and  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  it  all  ?  You  must  be  quite  rich.  Why 
don’t  you  get  some  new  clothes  ?  I  get  new  clothes  all  the  time,  only  Nanny  thinks  I 
am  spoiled.  I  don’t.  Is  it  really  fun  ?” 

“Fun  ?”,  whispered  the  man.  Then,  “Ah,  yes,  it’s  a  lot  of  fun,  but  I  wouldn’t 
try  to  do  it  if  I  were  you,  ’cause  sometimes  they — uh — isn’t  too  nice  to  little  girls.” 

“Oh.”  She  seemed  a  trifle  disappointed.  “Well  maybe  when  I  grow  up  ....  ” 

“Dorothy!”  Someone  could  be  heard  approaching  the  two  briskly. 

“Yes,  Nanny  ?” 

“Dorothy,  come  along  now.  You  promised  you’d  only  .  .  .  well,  come  along 
quickly.” 

“In  a  minute,  Nanny.  Nanny,  talk  to  the  man.  He’s  really  quite  nice,  and 
he’s  getting  a  whole  lot  of  money.” 

“Dorothy!  What  would  your  mother  say  ?  Come  along  quickly  now,  there’s 
a  good  girl.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  go  just  now.  I  want  to  talk  to  this  man  about  something 
important.  We’ve  got  a  secret,  haven’t  we,”  she  added  confidentially,  in  the  direction 
of  the  beggar. 

“Think  you’d  better  be  getting  along,  miss.  Do  as  the  lady  says,  now.” 

“But  when  can  I  learn  how  to  do  it  ?”,  she  asked,  plaintively. 

“Heaven  forbid  that  you  should  ever  ’ave  to  do  it,  child,”  murmured  the  man. 

“  Dorothy !” 

“Well,  I  have  to  go  now.  ’Bye,  maybe  I’ll  see  you  again,  and  we  can  do  it 
together,  all  right  ?” 

Their  footsteps  faded  away,  and  he  was  alone  again. 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition ,  Virginia  Stikeman,  Upper  V. 

Senior  Prize. 
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SCHOOL  CHARITIES  1957-58 

A  little  girl  in  Italy,  eleven  years  old,  one  metre,  thirty-five  centimetres  tall, 
and  weighing  thirty  kilograms,  looks  across  an  ocean  at  some  two  hundred  friends  on 
Seaforth  Avenue.  One  of  a  family  of  nine,  with  five  brothers  and  one  sister,  she  is 
blind  in  one  eye — nevertheless,  she  sits  all  day  by  her  sister,  learning  to  sew,  so  that 
she  may  supplement  the  family  income.  Her  name  is  Teresa  Picozzi,  and  we  sponsor 
her  through  the  Canadian  Save  the  Children  Fund.  She  sends  us  bright  and  cheery 
letters,  and  when  one  arrived  last  fall,  asking  if  we  could  send  her  some  winter  clothes, 
the  entire  school  rallied  wonderfully,  and  two  weeks  before  the  Christmas  holidays 
we  had  a  very  impresssive  pile  of  skirts,  dresses,  sweaters  and  coats  packed  and  ready 
to  send.  The  day  they  were  to  go,  someone  spoke  to  the  Italian  consul,  and  was  told 
that  all  used  clothing  sent  to  Italy  had  to  be  dry-cleaned.  That  was  a  blow,  but  after 
several  trips  to  the  cleaners,  the  clothes  were  again  packed,  and  on  the  last  day  of 
term  were  taken  to  be  mailed,  wrapping  paper  being  purchased  en  route.  At  the  Post 
Office,  for  lack  of  available  space,  five  black-stockinged  girls  settled  themselves  on 
the  floor,  with  brown  paper  and  the  box  in  the  midst  of  the  Christmas  rush.  The 
wrapping  ritual  began,  and  one  enterprising  soul  undertook  to  fill  out  half-a-dozen 

forms,  stating  name,  date  of  birth,  occupation, 
and  other  pertinent  details.  Finally,  the  parcel 
was  pushed  through  the  wicket,  but  what  was 
our  dismay  when  we  were  told  that  it  was  four 
inches  too  large  to  be  sent  by  mail.  Back  we 
went  to  a  hardware  store,  where  a  fairy  god¬ 
father,  disguised  as  a  clerk,  took  pity  on  us, 
provided  a  suitably  sized  carton,  helped  pack 
it,  and  undertook  to  wrap  it  in  the  original 
sheet  of  paper,  so  that  the  customs  declaration 
came  out  in  the  middle.  After  thanking  him 
profusely,  we  returned  in  triumph  to  Station 
“H”,  where  our  arrival  was  greeted  with 
amused  smiles.  We  paid  the  postage,  and 
hoping  that  the  clothes  would  arrive  sometime 
before  midsummer,  we  thought  no  more  about 
it,  until  two  weeks  later  a  letter  came  saying 
that  no  postage  had  been  affixed  to  the  parcel. 
We  checked,  but  after  being  assured  that  this 
mistake  would  be  corrected,  we  had  still  one 
more  false  alarm  before  we  knew  that  it  was 
on  its  way.  As  this  goes  to  print,  we  hear  that 
Teresa  received  her  parcel  in  early  March. 

But  our  concern  for  Teresa  is  not  our  only  interest.  In  October,  after  two 
interesting  talks  on  India,  one  by  Dr.  Aileen  Ross,  and  the  other  by  Dr.  Lotta  Hitsch- 
manova,  and  a  report  by  Marilyn  after  she  and  Christine  had  visited  the  Montreal 
School  for  Mentally  Retarded  Children,  enthusiasm  waxed  high,  and  thanks  to  the 
amazing  help  and  cooperation  of  everyone,  we  had  a  very  successful  bazaar,  raising 
$1723.  Of  this,  $1000  went  to  needy  children  in  India,  cared  for  in  the  name  of  Canada 
by  the  Unitarian  Service  Committee,  $500  was  given  to  the  school  on  Cote  St.  Luc, 
and  at  Christmas  we  sent  some  records  to  the  Montreal  School  for  the  Blind. 

On  Thanksgiving,  the  Lower  School  collected  baskets  of  food  which  were 
taken  to  the  Summerhill  House  Orphanage,  and  the  “Christmas  Baskets”  packed 
annually  by  each  form  and  the  staff  were  sent  to  less  fortunate  Montreal  families. 

Our  weekly  collection  has  been  devoted,  as  it  has  been  for  the  last  27  years, 
to  the  maintenance  of  the  Patricia  Drummond  Memorial  Cot  at  the  Montreal  Chil¬ 
dren’s  Hospital,  but  after  consultation  with  the  treasurers,  Sonia  and  Mary,  we  also 
gave  $25  to  the  C.S.C.F.  fund-raising  campaign,  $100  to  the  Red  Cross,  and  $203  to 
the  Red  Feather. 

Although  a  little  strenous  at  times,  all  this  work  has  been  great  fun,  and  we 
feel  that  our  efforts  have  been  well  worth  while. 


Anne  Hale. 


THE  WINGED  HORSE 


Once  there  was  a  beautiful  snow-white  horse.  Now  this  horse  was  no  ordinary 
horse.  He  had  the  most  beautiful  pair  of  huge  white  wings  you  have  ever  seen. He 
really  lived  in  far-away  fairyland,  but  in  the  day  he  lived  on  a  middle-aged  British 
soldier's  badge.  The  horse  was  old,  wise  and  kind.  His  name  was  Pelius.  Pelius  had 
once  been  a  young,  foolish,  scatter-brained  colt,  and  had  learned  his  lesson  the  hard 
way.  He  had  once  spied  on  a  witch  who  had  become  dreadfully  angry  and  had  cast  a 
spell  on  him.  He  was  to  live  on  the  soldier’s  badge  in  the  day  and  was  to  visit  fairy¬ 
land  only  at  night.  One  thing  nice  about  living  on  the  badge  was  that  he  had  nice 
stories  about  the  wars  he  had  been  to,  to  tell  his  children  and  grandchildren. 

One  day  the  soldier  who  owned  the  badge  came  in.  Pelius  had  been  very  rest¬ 
less  that  day.  He  snorted  just  as  the  soldier  came  in.  “What  on  earth  was  that  ?”, 
the  soldier  wondered.  Pelius  moved  restlessly.  “It  came  from  over  where  I  hung  my 
coat,  and  unless  I’m  very  much  mistaken,  it’s  the  horse  on  my  badge!  Horse,  was  it 
you  ?”  he  asked  half  sarcastically. 

To  his  utter  amazement  the  horse  answered,  “It  is.  I  am  not  just  a  cloth 
horse.  I  am  a  real  horse  from  fairyland.”  Soon  they  became  great  friends.  “Call  on 
me  in  time  of  need”,  said  Pelius.  “I  will  come.” 

A  few  years  went  by.  Then  a  great  war  broke  out,  and  one  day  the  soldier 
was  seriously  wounded.  While  he  lay  dying,  he  called  brokenly,  “Pelius!  Pelius!  Help 
me!”  A  flash  of  fire,  and  Pelius  appeared.  “Climb  on  my  back”,  he  ordered.  The 
soldier  did  so.  With  a  whinny,  the  horse  shot  through  space  to  fairyland.  Both  lived 
there  happily,  for  Pelius  was  freed  from  his  spell. 


Third.  Form' s  Essay  Prize 


Jill  Gardiner,  Lower  III. 


DISCOVERY 


Searching  for  lands  across  the  seas, 

Helped  along  by  a  singing  breeze, 

The  Santa  Maria  sails  with  the  tide, 

And  the  Nina  and  Pinta  are  by  her  side. 

Columbus’  crew  try,  shading  their  eyes, 

To  look  for  land  through  the  clear  blue  skies. 

They’ve  pleaded  with  him  to  turn  back  to  Spain, 

They’ve  pleaded  and  pleaded,  but  all  is  in  vain. 

Day  after  day,  brave  Columbus  sailed  on, 

But  nary  a  stone  did  he  set  eyes  upon. 

’Till  one  eve,  they  saw,  come  out  of  the  haze, 

A  wooded  shore  with  cook-fires  ablaze. 

The  very  next  day  they  landed  on  shore, 

Then  Indians  came,  and  more  and  more. 

Columbus  expected  to  sail  to  Cathay, 

But  instead  he  reached  an  American  bay! 

Middle  School  Poetry  Competition  Prize  Roberta  De  Vries,  Lower  IV. 
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THE  FUTURE  WORLD 


The  topic  which  I  have  chosen  to  discuss  to-day  is  the  Future  World. 

Let  us  first  consider  the  school — the  subject  most  familiar  to  all  of  us.  Before 
mentioning  a  few  of  the  many  new-fangled  ideas  inside  the  school,  I  might  add  that 
the  building  itself  is  of  fiber-glass,  through  which  one  may  see  out,  but  not  in. 

The  furniture  inside  the  school  consists  of  swivel  chairs  and  desks  on  rollers. 
This  enables  the  pupil  to  readily  communicate  with  her  neighbour — at  her  own  desire, 
of  course. 

Actually,  I  think  that  the  best  idea  is  the  chute  system.  It  consists  of  a  long 
revolving  belt  which  runs  through  every  aisle.  It  proves  most  convenient  for  ordering 
stationery,  or,  better  still,  between-class  snacks. 

As  the  teaching  medium,  television  or  movies  are  used.  Each  pupil  is  supplied 
with  her  own  ear-phones  to  separate  the  sounds,  as  several  subjects  are  taught  simul¬ 
taneously,  one  on  a  large  screen,  others  on  desk  sets.  Because  of  this  speedy  system  of 
education,  the  school  week  will  be  reduced  to  four  days — Oh,  for  that  day!  ! 

Next  in  consideration  is  the  home,  which  is  equipped  with  every  conceivable 
electrical  appliance.  Meals  may  be  prepared  in  a  few  minutes  merely  by  pushing 
buttons.  While  foods  being  cooked  in  their  own  containers  reduce  the  need  to  wash, 
there  will  still  be  cutlery  left  to  be  taken  care  of.  This  is  also  accomplished  by  a  mechan¬ 
ical  maid —  the  dish  washer  and  drier.  Clothes  will  be  made  of  synthetic  fabrics,  many 
so  cheap  that  they  may  be  discarded  after  a  single  wearing. 

Instead  of  telephones,  the  future  home  is  equipped  with  a  new  speaking 
system.  Sound  comes  right  out  through  the  walls,  and  conversation  is  picked  up  from 
within,  so  that  one  may  achieve  several  things  at  once — an  excellent  device  for  eaves¬ 
dropping  mothers.  Also  by  courtesy  of  the  telephone  company  you  receive  a  closed- 
circuit  television  set,  which  not  only  enables  you  to  see  the  roast  beef  you  are  order¬ 
ing,  in  colour,  but  also  acts  as  a  baby-sitter,  for  the  mother  is  able  to  focus  it  on  the 
nursery,  playground,  or  any  other  desired  locality. 

Transportation  in  cities  will  be  quite  different  twenty-five  years  from  now. 
What  with  streets  on  stilts,  and  underground  parking,  pedestrians  will  have  little 
traffic  to  complain  of,  other  than  baby-carriages,  that  is.  It  will  be  no  world 
for  those  who  get  dizzy  from  height,  for  a  trip  to  the  moon  will  be  as  casual  as  one 
to  our  cottage  is  to-day.  Imagine  us  all  owning  our  own  rockets  or  flying  saucers; 
there  is  nothing  like  skiing  in  Austria,  and  swimming  in  Florida  half  an  hour  later. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  mention  even  a  half  of  the  things  which  the  future 
has  in  store  for  us,  but  these  are  a  few  of  those  which  I  found  most  interesting  to  read 
about.  It  looks  as  if  we  shall  all  be  living  an  extremely  strenuous  life — don’t  you  think 
so  ? 

The  Study  Old  Girls'  Association  Jackie  Evans,  Middle  V. 

Prize  for  Public  Speaking. 


KING  WINTER 

King  Winter  with  your  magic  hand, 

Throw  wide  your  palace  door, 

And  call  your  helpers  from  their  sleep; 

’Tis  winter  time  once  more. 

The  leaves  have  fallen  from  the  trees, 

Their  usefulness  is  done. 

Oh,  but  your  diamonds  on  each  branch 
Do  sparkle  in  the  sun. 

You’ll  lay  a  soft  white  blanket 
Upon  the  fields  so  bare, 

And  make  of  every  hill  and  dale, 

A  fairyland  so  fair. 

Susan  Baxter,  Lower  IV. 
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MU  GAMMA 


House  Mistresses  -----  Miss  Foster,  Miss  Malachowski 

Head  -  --  --  --  -  Mary  Darling 

Sub-Head  -------  Isabel  Joseph 

Games  Captain  —  —  —  —  —  Mary  Darling 

Last  year  we  were  sorry  to  see  Miss  Currie  leave,  but  welcomed  Miss  Foster 
in  her  place.  We  also  welcomed  several  new  girls:  Cecil  Bryant,  Nora  Flague,  Mary 
Joseph,  Margaret  Martin,  Debbie  Miller,  Elizabeth  and  Ann  Stikeman,  Andrea  Stewart, 
and  Sally  Wakefield. 

We  began  this  year  with  a  wonderful  burst  of  House  spirit  which  landed  us 
in  first  place  at  the  end  of  the  Christmas  term.  We  also  came  first  in  the  Easter  term! 
W  e  could  not  have  achieved  this  without  the  outstanding  work  of  Isabel  Joseph,  Gail 
Cornell,  and  Susan  Darling. 

We  have  also  been  very  successful  in  the  field  of  sports,  for  so  far  we  have  won 
the  basketball,  the  hockey,  and  the  volleyball.  Many  thanks  to  our  basketball  team: 

Shots:  Mary  Darling  Guards:  Susan  Sharp 

Virginia  Stikeman  Jackie  Evans 

Gail  Corneil  Felicity  Ballantyne 

Diana  Johnson 
Brenda  Bridgman 
Joan  Johnson 

We  only  hope  that  Mu  Gamma  will  be  as  successful  in  the  swimming  meet, 
sports  day,  and  the  tennis  matches  which  are  yet  to  come. 

We  wish  to  thank  Miss  Malachowski  and  Miss  Foster  for  their  interest  and 
support,,  and  all  the  girls  for  their  wonderful  contributions.  We  are  sure  that  with  all 
the  House  spirit  the  Alu  Gamma-ites  show,  they  will  do  well  in  the  future. 

Mary  Darling,  Isabel  Joseph. 

KAPPA  RHO 


House  Mistresses  -----  Miss  Harbert,  Miss  Marshall 

Head  -  --  --  --  -  Sonia  Stairs 

Sub-Head  -------  Sara  Thornton 

Games  Captain  -----  Marjorie  Pitbaldo 

We  grind  out  excellents  by  the  score  and  yet  Mu  Gamma  wins  by  four. 

Our  spirits  soar  behind  our  door,  but  as  before  they  get  still  more. 

So  try  again  with  might  and  main,  to  change  the  status  we  maintain. 

For  in  this  race  ’tis  some  disgrace  to  only  make  the  second  place. 

The  sports  have  always  been  hilarious — but  not  somehow,  we  fear,  victorious. 
Though  Marjorie  is  sometimes  flustered,  some  good  sports  teams  she  has  mustered, 
And  every  team  has  had  great  fun.  The  jumpers  have  amassed  a  sum 
Of  points  which  give  us  them  to  thank  that  our  sports  page  is  not  blank. 

To  join  us  from  form  Upper  A,  there  came  four  girls  in  bright  array. 

Marjorie  and  Sheila,  other  arrivals,  are  here  to  help  defeat  our  rivals. 

And  while  on  this  same  cheerful  theme,  we  give  two  teachers  our  esteem. 

Ip  closing,  thanks,  it’s  been  a  ball  and  next  year  best  of  luck  to  all. 


DELTA  BETA 

House  Mistresses  -----  Madame  Gaudion,  Mrs.  Scott 

Head  -  --  --  --  -  Christine  Bone 

Sub-Head  -------  Janet  Montgomery 

Games  Captain  -  —  -  —  —  Penny  Hugman 

During  the  past  few  years,  Delta  Beta  has  been  able  to  maintain  a  reasonably 
high  scholastic  standard.  However,  we  have  proved  no  exception  to  the  rule  that 
“every  dog  has  his  day”  by  suffering  a  rather  sad  decline  to  nearly  last  place.  The 
reason  for  this,  we  feel,  is  not  through  lack  of  excellents,  but  instead  through  a  steady 
stream  of  unnecessary  returns.  If  a  supreme  effort  could  be  made  to  check  this  influx, 
the  results  would  be  more  gratifying. 

Nevertheless,  since  chances  of  winning  the  House  Cup  are  so  slim,  we  are 
doubling  our  efforts  to  attain  the  equally  coveted  Sports  Cup.  Delta  Beta  did  manage 
to  place  a  close  second  next  to  Mu  Gamma  in  the  House  Basketball,  thanks  to  the 
brave  and  enthusiastic  effort  of  the  team  whose  members  were  as  follows: 

Shots:  Penny  Hugman  Guards:  Janet  Montgomery 

Margaret  Lynne  Jaques  Mary  Bone 

Mimi  Baird,  Virginia  Mathias  Derry  MacLernon 

It  was  our  misfortune  to  lose  the  volleyball,  but  we  are  counting  on  making  a 
far  better  showing  in  the  House  Tennis,  the  swimming  meet,  and  on  the  sports  day. 

We  would  like  to  thank  Madame  Gaudion  and  Mrs.  Scott  for  their  warm 
support  and  friendly  encouragement. 

It  was  our  pleasure  to  welcome  the  new  girls  from  Lower  III,  as  well  as  Cindy 
King  from  Upper  III,  Joy  Thompson  from  Lower  IV,  and  Janet  Logan  from  Upper 
IV.  It  is  hoped  that  each  of  them  will  keep  up  her  good  work. 

In  conclusion,  we  wish  you  the  best  of  luck  for  the  future.  Never  lose  that 
house  spirit,  and  remember  that  individual  effort  is  of  the  utmost  importance  if  the 
goal  of  first  place  is  to  be  achieved. 

Christine  Bone,  Janet  Montgomery. 


BETA  LAMBDA 

House  Mistresses  -----  Miss  Grinham,  Mrs.  Reiffenstein 

Head  -  --  --  --  -  Marilyn  Maughan 

Sub-Head  -------  Jane  MacFarlane 

Games  Captain  -----  Mary  Louson 

It  is  very  pleasing  to  see  the  great  improvement  in  Beta  Lambda’s  scholastic 
standing  this  year.  It  seems  to  be  the  result  of  a  keener  and  more  enthusiastic  house 
spirit.  Among  others,  Eleanor  Fleet,  Joan  MacArthur  and  Lindsay  Scott  have  con¬ 
tributed  to  our  academic  advancement.  This  year  has  shown  that  Beta  Lambda  can 
and  will  achieve  success  if  such  efforts  continue. 

So  far,  volleyball  has  been  our  highlight  in  the  athletic  field.  Under  the  sports 
captain,  Mary  Louson,  the  team,  consisting  of  Anne  Bruce,  Marilyn  Maughan, 
Sherrill  and  Jane  Nelson,  Margaret  Wallace  and  Jennifer  Tanton,  showed  great 
enthusiasm  and  won  second  place.  Although  we  did  not  excel  in  basketball,  we  have 
great  hopes  for  the  coming  swimming  meet  and  sports  day. 

This  year’s  newcomers,  including  the  Lower  Thirds,  have  proved  to  be  an  asset. 

Our  thanks  and  appreciation  are  extended  to  Miss  Grinham  and  Mrs.  Reiffen¬ 
stein  for  their  kind  support. 

We  have  greatly  enjoyed  being  the  heads  of  Beta  Lambda  during  this  year 
of  scholastic  improvement.  Together  we  join  in  wishing  her  the  best  of  luck  in  the 
coming  year. 

Marilyn  Maughan,  Jane  MacFarlane. 
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MUSIC 


“I  have  a  surprise  for  you”.  Those  were  Miss  Blanchard’s  words  which  sent 
the  Study  music  department  into  a  flurry  of  excitement  and  preparation  for  our  first 
gramophone  record — which  we  made  instead  of  having  a  Spring  Concert.  This  am¬ 
bitious  undertaking  was  entirely  the  idea  of  the  Study  Old  Girls  who  made  all  the 
arrangements  with  R.C.A.  Victor,  and  shouldered  all  the  business  responsibilities. 
The  record  called  “The  Study  Sings”  contains  three  groups  of  unison  and  part  songs 
by  the  Lower,  Middle  and  Upper  schools.  In  addition  there  is  most  of  the  music  from 
the  Cathedral  closing  service.  The  cover,  designed  by  Miss  Seath’s  art  class,  is  very 
attractive  and  adds  a  distinctive  touch  with  its  Study  colours.  The  record  has  travelled 
far  and  wide  and  all  of  the  first  edition  has  been  sold.  The  proceeds  were  used  by  the 
Old  Girls  to  buy  a  wonderful  tape-recorder  which  we  are  finding  most  helpful  in  the 
singing  classes. 

The  Upper  school  learned  “Rejoice  and  Be  Merry”  a  sequence  of  traditional 
carols  arranged  with  modern  settings  by  Cedric  Thorpe  Davie.  We  were  almost  ready 
for  the  Christmas  concert  when  the  C.B.C.  invited  us  to  sing  Christmas  carols  for 
twelve  minutes  on  Trans-Canada  Matinee.  We  accepted  with  pleasure.  All  good 
Studyites  were  glued  to  the  radio  at  2:30  that  afternoon,  and  we  grew  two  inches 
taller  at  the  complimentary  introduction  to  our  singing.  The  “one  voice”  of  Anne 
Crocker  and  Sally  Porteous  “in  The  Holly  and  the  Ivy”  came  out  very  well.  It  was 
certainly  a  busy  three  days  with  the  recording  and  the  first  concert  on  Monday,  the 
broadcast  and  the  second  concert  on  Tuesday  and  the  closing  on  Wednesday.  As  it 
turned  out  we  were  not  yet  finished  with  “Rejoice  and  Be  Merry”.  Well  on  into  the 
Easter  term,  records  were  made  from  the  tape  recording  of  the  broadcast.  These 
promise  to  make  good  Christmas  presents  for  next  year. 

At  the  moment  the  Upper  school  is  preparing  the  music  for  the  Spring  concert 
which  will  consist  of  selections  from  “Papageno”,  an  operetta  adapted  from  Mozart’s 
“The  Magic  Flute”,  a  dirge  by  Shakespeare  put  to  music  by  Ralph  Vaughan  Williams, 
and  the  “Bonnie  Earl  of  Moray”,  an  old  Scottish  ballad.  The  songs  which  the  fourth 
forms  will  sing  include  “Dabbling  in  the  Dew”,  “Lavender’s  Blue”  and  the  “Shepherd”, 
by  Harry  Brook,  and  “O  had  I  Jubal’s  Lyre”  by  Handel.  The  third  forms  will  enter¬ 
tain  us  with  “On  a  Merry  Morn  in  May”,  “Early  One  Morning”,  “To  Wander”,  by 
Schubert  and  the  “Mermaid”  by  Haydn. 

We  owe  a  great  deal  of  our  success  in  the  recordings  and  in  our  concerts  to 
Mrs  Mulhall,  formerly  Miss  Corish,  who  slips  unobtrusively  in  and  out  of  school  every 
Wednesday  and  Friday.  Her  playing  and  patience  have  ever  amazed  us. 

All  in  all,  musically  speaking,  this  has  been  an  exciting  year.  The  out-going 
sixth  form  has  not  only  profited  by,  but  has  enjoyed  the  Music  lessons.  When  we 
leave  we  will  be  familiar  with  such  works  as  Bach’s  “Oratorio”,  Handel’s  “Messiah”, 
Gluck’s  “Orpheus”,  Purcell’s  “King  Arthur”  and  Mozart’s  “  Magic  flute”  which  will 
always  provide  us  with  a  happy  memory  of  the  Study. 


Jane  MacFarlane. 
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Through  Miss  Seath’s  excellent  teaching,  drawing  has  always  been  outstanding 
at  the  Study.  From  Lower  B  to  the  Sixth  Form,  the  girls  enjoy  painting,  drawing  and 
modelling.  The  practical  application  of  this  is  evident  at  the  bazaars  and  school  plays. 

Besides  the  usual  water-colour  and  sketching  lessons  for  matriculation,  the 
Sixth  Form  is  taking  a  course  in  History  of  Art.  It  is  fascinating  to  follow  the  trends 
in  technique  from  primitive  cave  drawings  to  the  present  day. 

For  the  creche  this  Christmas,  Caroline  Doyle  modelled  in  clay,  an  ox  and 
ass  looking  down  on  the  infant  Jesus.  The  stained  glass  window  of  the  Nativity  was 
painted  by  Veronica  Butler  and  Elspeth  McGreevy. 

Miss  Seath  was  asked  to  supply  decorations  for  the  nurses’  waiting  room  at 
the  Montreal  General  Hospital,  and  Veronica  and  Elspeth  have  each  painted  a  gay 
mural.  Exerpts  from  these  are  being  used  for  the  frontispieces  of  the  current  Chronicle. 

Miss  Seath  has  been  able  to  give  further  scope  and  variety  to  her  subjects,  for 
still-life  drawings,  through  a  donation  from  the  Old  Girls  Association.  This  is  to  be 
an  annual  contribution  of  $40;  the  first  installment  is  already  being  much  appreciated. 

Sonia  Stairs. 
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The  subject  material  of  the  plays  presented  this  year  has  been  varied  and  the 
quality  of  production  has  been  excellent. 

In  December  the  dramatic  class  of  Upper  Fourth  presented  “The  Siege  of 
Ping”.  It  was  a  most  enjoyable  play.  Joan  Thornton  gave  an  accomplished  portrayal 
of  “Chan  Ping”,  the  king  of  the  starving  city.  Among  the  citizens  of  the  besieged 
Ping  were  Jane  Nelson,  Mary  MacFarlane,  Gail  Corneil,  Diane  Reid  and  Judy 
Crocker.  Gaby  Moquette  as  “Wing  Wong”,  created  a  puppet  more  beautiful  than  the 
most  beautiful  woman.  This  puppet,  realistically  played  by  Derry  McLernon,  pro¬ 
voked  the  jealousy  of  Joan  Johnson,  who  considered  herself  to  be  the  loveliest  woman 
in  the  world.  Joan  wras  the  wife  of  the  leader  of  the  besieged  army,  and  her  husband 
was  Jean  Finnie.  Joan’s  jealousy  of  the  wooden  Derry  led  to  the  liberation  of  the  city, 
but  only  under  the  condition  that  Gaby  and  her  puppet  leave  the  city  of  Ping  and 
never  cross  Joan’s  path  again. 

The  setting  for  “Say  It  With  Flowers”  was  any  Canadian  home.  The  time 
was  that  fateful  day  in  February  on  which  the  death  of  a  certain  St.  Valentine  is 
observed.  The  plot  revolved  around  a  corsage  and  the  belief  of  all  concerned  that 
these  flowers  were  intended  for  her.  The  Lower  Fifths  who  produced  this  play  under 
M  iss  Harbert’s  direction  were  Ann  Keeley,  Janet  Gardiner,  Sandra  Herron,  Brenda 
Bridgman,  Mimi  Baird,  Joan  MacArthur,  Ann  Barclay,  and  Linda  Frosst. 

Just  before  the  holidays  in  December,  Lower  B  entertained  us  with  a  most 
appealing  pantomime  of  the  nativity;  which  put  us  pleasantly  in  the  Christmas 
spirit. 


Five  ambitious  Middle  Fifths  chose  in  their  own  time  to  present  “The  Bis¬ 
hop’s  Candlesticks”.  This  play  is  adapted  from  Victor  Hugo’s  “Les  Miserables”. 
Susan  Sharp  nearly  slit  Alary  Bone’s  throat,  in  her  portrayal  of  Jean  Valjean’s  attack 
on  the  Bishop.  Lillian  Stein,  as  the  servant  girl,  obediently  obeyed  the  churchman’s 
harassed  sister,  played  by  Lynne  Parish.  Alary  Lou  MacDougall  as  the  gendarme 
tried  to  put  Susan  in  jail. 

This  play  represents  the  triumph  of  good  over  evil,  of  Christianity  over 
agnosticism.  The  girls  understood  the  thought,  and  unquestionably  believed  in  it. 
The  acting  made  it  truly  good  theatre. 

A  dramatic  contribution  to  the  summer  term  was  offered  again  by  Lower 
Fifth.  The  play  was  an  entirely  different  type  from  their  earlier  one.  This  time  they 
staged  an  adaptation  from  Jane  Austen’s  novel  “Northanger  Abbey”,  a  hilarious 
production  once  more  directed  by  Miss  Harbert. 

Upper  Fourth  presented  a  mime,  and  a  group  of  Lower  Fourth,  under  Allle. 
Forget’s  direction,  a  short  play  in  French. 

In  closing  I  should  like  to  thank  Aliss  Harbert  on  behalf  of  both  the  budding 
actresses  and  the  audiences,  for  giving  so  much  of  her  time  for  our  pleasure. 


Caroline  Doyle. 
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FATHER  NEPTUNE 


Once  upon  a  time,  ever  so  long  ago,  there  lived  a  young  boy  on  an  island  in 
the  sea.  The  world  was  very  new;  the  only  sea  known  was  the  Mediterranean  Sea. 
The  boy  was  the  son  of  two  Greek  gods.  He  was  not  at  all  like  his  playmates;  they 
always  performed  miracles  quite  naturally,  such  as  flying  from  mountain  to  mount¬ 
ain,  or  holding  the  stars  up  in  the  sky,  or  helping  their  fathers  blow  the  winds  and 
rains  around  the  earth.  He  felt  so  helpless  and  different.  Everything  he  did,  they  did 
better,  and  as  for  flying,  he  really  only  leapt  very  high,  and  was  scared  to  death 
every  time! 

Feeling  more  and  more  a  failure  at  his  lack  of  success,  he  became  accustomed 
to  taking  long  walks  by  himself,  and  talking  to  the  animals,  trees  and  the  flowers. 
Being  immortal,  as  gods  were,  he  was  used  to  the  fact  that  whereas  his  friends,  the 
animals  and  plants,  were  alive  today,  they  were  subject  to  sudden  disappearances 
known  as  death;  but  one  part  of  the  world  never  seemed  to  die,  and  all  the  time  seemed 
to  welcome  his  arrival;  that  was  the  beautiful  Mediterranean  Sea. 

On  a  solitary  walk  along  the  shore  one  day,  he  heard  a  voice  come  from  the 
waves,  asking  why  he  looked  so  forlorn.  He  replied  that  he  always  felt  sad  as  he  was 
such  a  poor  god  with  no  real  job  to  do,  and  that  he  felt  that  he  should  never  have  been 
made  a  god  in  the  first  place. 

Then  the  voice  burst  out  laughing,  and  said  that  he  must  explore  all  the 
world  to  find  the  job  made  for  him,  and  that  for  every  god  there  was  a  place.  In  all 
his  efforts  to  copy  his  playmates’  wonderful  abilities,  he  had  never  discovered  that  he 
was  the  only  young  god  who  could  breathe  and  live  underwater  just  like  a  fish!  The 
young  god,  whose  name  was  ‘Neptunus’,  ran  into  the  water  to  be  greeted  by  crowds  of 
happy,  laughing  mermaids  and  mermen  and  never  again  was  he  lonely,  and  never 
again  was  he  forlorn! 

Gabrielle  Moquette,  Upper  IV. 
THE  SHABBY  MAN 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  Shabby  Man.  He  was  dressed  in  such  shabby 
clothes  that  everyone  called  him  the  Shabby  Man. 

One  day  the  Shabby  Man  went  out  for  a  walk  in  the  woods.  No  one  liked  him 
at  all,  only  the  animals.  But  they  didn’t  like  him — they  loved  him. 

Soon  the  Shabby  Man  found  a  little  fawn  that  had  got  lost  and  caught  in  a 

trap. 

“Poor  little  fawn,”  said  the  Shabby  Man,  “I  will  let  you  loose.”  Then  he 
undid  the  trap,  and  said  to  the  fawn,  “There  you  are,  little  fawn,  you  may  go  home 
now.”  But  the  fawn  never  moved. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you  ?”  said  the  Shabby  Man.  Then  the  Shabby 
Man  saw  that  the  fawn  had  a  bleeding  leg. 

Now  all  the  Shabby  Man  could  do,  if  he  wanted  to  be  kind,  was  to  take  the 
fawn  home,  and  nurse  its  leg  until  it  got  better. 

The  Shabby  Man  had  bought  a  little  red  Doctor  Set.  So  he  nursed  the  little 

fawn. 

The  fairies  saw  what  the  Shabby  Man  had  done,  and  put  a  magic  apple 
seed  outside  his  hut  where  he  could  see  it. 

The  day  after  the  fawn’s  leg  was  better,  the  Shabby  Man  found  the  apple 
seed.  So  he  said. 

“I  haven’t  tasted  human  food  for  a  long  time,  so  I  think  I’ll  plant  this  apple 
seed  and  grow  an  apple  tree.” 

As  soon  as  the  Shabby  Man  had  planted  the  seed,  it  shot  up  into  an  apple 
tree.  At  the  very  top  of  the  tree  there  was  a  gold  apple,  and  when  he  shook  it  down,  it 
turned  into  money.  He  gave  some  of  the  money  away  to  everyone,  and  from  then  on 
everyone  liked  the  Shabby  Man,  who  was  not  shabby  any  more. 

Elizabeth  Dann,  Upper  A. 
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ASTRONOMY 


What  are  you,  and  where  are,  O  timeless  stars, 

Wheeling,  and  swooping  through  infinity  ? 

What  is  the  purpose  of  your  glittering  numbers, 

Those  measureless  abundances  of  light  ? 

Huge!  High!  Immense!  countless  creations  of  mysterious  power, 

Cold  and  aloof,  daily  we  ply  for  the  secrets 
That  satisfy  our  ever  thirsting  minds. 

How  can  we  know  you  ?  you  are  too  remote, 

Swarming  around  the  Throne  of  Him  who  made  you  so; 

We  thirst  for  knowledge  of  you, 

We  are  the  curious  intruders 

Who  probe  the  ever  darkening  mystery  of  the  skies. 

We  question  you,  and  yet  we  know 
You  are  too  high  for  us,  and  we  too  small, 

Too  small  to  be  of  worth  in  sizeless  space. 

Poetry  Competition  Senior  Prize.  Erica  Lerwav,  Lower  V. 

PRIZE  WINNING  PHOTOGRAPH 


“  The  Bridge  at  Stratford,  Ont.”  Gabrielle  Moquette,  Upper  IV. 
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A  DAY  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  A  MIRROR 


“Men  may  come  and  men  may  go,  but  I  go  on  forever.”  It  seems  as  if  I  have 
existed  and  collected  dust  in  an  attic  for  decades.  I  used  to  be  handsome  but  now  I 
am  lacking  silver  and  I  have  a  tiny  scar  on  my  face.  My  days  are  all  alike.  Each  day 
I  live  my  life  over  again  dreaming  of  the  enjoyable  things  that  have  happened  in 
the  past. 

When  I  was  young,  but  that  was  long  ago,  I  worked  as  a  looking  glass  in  a 
shop  where  flowers  were  sold.  I  reflected  the  street  and  I  could  see  all  the  horses  and 
carriages  roll  by  with  comely  ladies  chatting  in  them.  Often  the  ladies  would  stop 
and  give  their  hair  a  pat  as  their  eyes  wandered  into  mine.  The  store  was  on  the  main 
street  overlooking  the  harbour  and  at  twilight  when  the  moonbeams  danced  on  the 
calm  water  and  the  twinkling  stars  drifted  into  the  dark  sky,  I  mirrored  the  quiet, 
peaceful  town,  and  the  lovers  that  strolled  by.  During  the  winter,  Jack  Frost  painted 
delicate  designs  on  the  window  and  through  the  frost  I  watched  blurs  of  blue,  green, 
and  red  skaters  on  the  thick  ice  of  the  harbour. 

In  the  garret  I  remember  every  day  the  ride  from  the  shop  to  a  house  in  a 
horseless  carriage.  I  had  seen  them  chugging  up  and  down  the  street  with  fancy  ladies 
sitting  high  in  the  seats  and  twirling  their  parasols.  The  car  often  sputtered  to  a  stop 
and  had  to  be  cranked  up  but  still  everyone  nodded  their  heads  and  exclaimed,  “Oh, 
what  marvellous  things  they  are!”  Many  a  time  these  autos  were  left  far  in  the  wake 
of  a  coach  but  it  was  fashionable  and  you  were  among  the  elite  with  a  car  no  matter 
how  fast  it  ran. 

I  recollect  my  first  glance  at  a  parlour  in  a  house;  it  was  astonishing  how  much 
room  those  big  over-stuffed  armchairs  and  the  high  backed  chesterfield  took  up.  The 
floor  was  covered  with  a  green  carpet  with  yellow  flowers  woven  into  it.  A  large  bay 
window  faced  the  road  and  light  green  drapes  hung  beside  it.  I  was  placed  over  a 
mantle  clock  and  could  gaze  at  the  whole  room.  My  eyes  travelled  over  little  tables 
with  vases  of  roses  and  gardenias  decorating  and  filling  the  room  with  a  fresh,  sweet 
fragrance.  Many  people  visited  this  parlour:  young  people,  old  people,  beautiful  and 
ugly.  All  had  a  glance  on  my  face.  The  older  women  seemed  to  prefer  ridiculous  hats 
with  plumes  and  fancy  bows.  I  reflected  large  noses,  long  noses,  button  noses,  oblong 
noses  and  nosey  noses,  oh,  so  many  noses!  I  watched  over  gossips,  sewing  circles  and 
Ladies’  Aid  meetings.  Finally,  what  happens  to  every  good  thing  happened  to  me.  I 
was  put  away  and  declared  old-fashioned. 

So  one  morning  I  yawned  and  stretched  my  silver  and  opened  my  eyes  to 
find  that  I  was  in  the  attic. 

Nothing  has  changed  over  the  years  except  that  as  each  child  grew  up  his 
toys  and  treasures  were  piled  up  in  a  corner.  Each  day  my  eyes  rove  over  the  dusty 
trunks  and  out  the  grimy,  diamond-shaped  windows,  so  thick  with  dust  that  the  sun 
shines  through  them  in  a  foggy  haze.  The  mote  plays  in  the  sunshine  like  gold  dust 
skipping  over  the  pebbles  with  the  water.  Cobwebs  link  the  rafters  and  the  spiders 
hide  in  the  knots  of  the  wood.  The  plaster  is  falling  off  the  walls  and  the  floor  creaks 
as  the  mice  scamper  across  it  gathering  food.  The  door  of  the  attic  moans  and  groans 
as  the  wind  from  the  cracks  in  the  roof  playfully  brushes  past  it. 

This  is  where  I  live  every  day,  all  day,  lazily  thinking  of  the  past.  The  present 
is  always  the  same.  From  January  till  December,  from  morning  till  night,  mice  and 
their  families  pass  me  and  carelessly  wriggle  their  whiskers,  not  caring  who  or  what  I 
am.  This  is  their  world;  they  have  never  known  anything  else  as  I  have.  Spiders  trap, 
spin,  kill  and  are  killed  in  an  endless  cycle  of  life.  Birds  twitter  at  the  garret  windows 
as  they  fly  by,  where  I  cannot  join  them,  singing  of  the  wide  world.  The  breezes 
whistle  through  the  chinks  and  softly  blow  the  dust  on  the  old  trunks.  The  wind 
boisterously  taps  on  the  window  panes  and  beckons  to  me  with  silky  fingers. 

I  forever  reflect  this  image  and  I  shall  wait  until  the  grand-children  come  up 
and  twirl  on  their  toes,  bubbling  with  laughter  as  they  view  themselves  in  high-heeled 
shoes  and  old-fashioned  bustles.  Then  I  shall  be  more  useful  than  I  ever  was! 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition ,  Junior  Prize  Lindsay  Scott,  Upper  IV. 
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CHILDREN’S  PALM  SUNDAY  CAROL 


Now  brothers,  sisters,  children  all, 

Hark  to  the  song  we  sing, 

We  tell  you  of  the  gentle  beast 
That  carried  Christ  our  King. 

He  carried  Him  throughout  the  streets. 

And  all  the  crowd  did  cry, 

“Hosanna,  Alleluia  be, 

To  the  great  Lord  on  High!” 

And  all  the  children  in  the  crowd, 

Ran  to  the  palm-trees  tall, 

And  cast  the  leaves  upon  the  ground 
Before  the  King  of  all. 

He  is  the  friend  of  little  ones, 

And  loves  each  one  the  same, 

He  is  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

And  wondrous  is  His  Name. 

Erica  Lerway  wrote  these  words  which  were  sung,  at  Easter,  by  part  of  the 
Middle  school  and  the  Lower  school,  to  the  tune  number  146  in  the  Oxford  Carol  Book. 


FAIRY  MUSIC 

A  bit  of  fairy  music 
Drifted  through  the  hall, 

A  little  girl  asleep  in  bed 
In  dreams  had  heard  it  all. 

She  went  into  the  garden, 

And  there  in  twos  and  threes, 

Some  little  fairy  folk 
Were  dancing  in  the  trees. 

Xenia  Kirkpatrick,  Lower  III. 


WEEPING  WILLOW 
Weeping  Willow,  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Your  head  droops  down, 

And  your  branches,  they  sleep; 

Your  leaves,  though  so  pretty, 

Drag  down  at  your  feet. 

Weeping  Willow,  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Elizabeth  Stikeman,  Lower  III. 


PUSSY  CAT 


I  have  a  little  pussy, 

Whose  fur  is  soft  as  fluff. 

Her  teeth  and  claws  are  O  so  sharp, 
She  thinks  she  is  so  tough. 


Everywhere  that  I  must  go, 

My  little  pussy  delights  me  so; 

One  day,  my  pussy  caught  a  rat, 

Now  I  think  she’s  pretty  fat. 

Crikky  Brodhead,  Upper  A. 


THE  PENCIL  MAN 


drew  a  funny  pencil  man,  He  made  me  shout, 

He  ran  right  off  the  table;  He  made  Dad  mad, 

le  jumped  in  Nanny’s  cup  of  tea,  He  splashed  the  milk 

You’d  never  think  him  able.  On  the  blotting  pad. 

He  spilled  the  water  to  and  fro, 

He  splashed  the  ink  about, 

And  so  I  think  you  will  agree, 

I  had  to  rub  him  out. 


Gaii.  Victor,  Upper  A. 
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INTER-SCHOOL  BASKETBALL 

In  Inter-school  basketball  this  year,  both  the  first  and  the  second  teams  won 
the  championship  cups.  Due  to  spirited  play  by  both  teams,  the  cup,  defended  by 
Trafalgar,  went  to  the  first  team  and  the  second  team  retained  their’s  which  was  won 
from  Trafalgar  last  year. 

The  teams  were  as  follows: 


ist  Team 

Shots:  Mary  Darling  ( Captain ) 

Marilyn  Maughan 
Margaret  Lynne  Jaques 

Guards:  Anne  Hale 
Susan  Sharp 
Mary  Bone 

Sub:  Mary  Louson 


2nd  Team 

Shots:  Brenda  Bridgman 

Penny  Hugman 
Abigail  Maclnnes 
Penny  Corneil 

Guards:  Jackie  Evans  ( Captain ) 
Marjorie  Pitblado 
Felicity  Ballantyne 

Sub:  Jane  Nelson 

Janet  Montgomery 
Derry  McLernon 


The  two  teams  had  a  playoff  game  with  Trafalgar  to  decide  the  winner  of  the 
cups.  They  were  close,  hard-fought  games,  both  ending  in  favour  of  the  Study  by 
scores  of  21  to  10,  and  14  to  4. 


The  scores  of  the  games  played  throughout  the  year: 


ist  Team  2nd  Team 

Miss  Edgar’s . won  16  to  9  won  15  to  8 

Trafalgar . won  22  to  13  .lost  11  to  16 

Weston .  won  22  to  8 

Miss  Edgar’s . won  18  to  6  won  21  to  11 

Trafalgar . lost  12  to  19  won  16  to  6 

Weston .  won  23  to  8 

Play-off: 

Trafalgar . won  21  to  10  won  14  to  4 


EXHIBITION  GAME ,  THE  STUDY  vs  WESTMOUNT  HIGH 

Again  this  year,  the  first  and  second  teams  played  Westmount  Junior  and 
Senior  High  Schools  respectively  in  two  very  exciting  games.  Although  both  teams 
played  well,  we  were  unable  to  match  the  skill  of  our  opponents.  The  first  team  was 
beaten  by  a  score  of  14  to  27,  and  the  second  team  by  the  score  of  21  to  47. 

HOUSE  BASKETBALL 

House  basketball  was  won  by  Mu  Gamma  with  Delta  Beta  running  a  close 
second.  AIu  Gamma  and  Delta  Beta,  both  having  defeated  Kappa  Rho  and  Beta 
Lambda,  met  in  a  final  game  to  determine  the  winner.  It  was  a  very  close  game  and 
although  Delta  Beta  played  exceptionally  well  under  the  fine  leadership  of  Penny 
Hugman,  they  were  edged  out  by  Mu  Gamma  in  the  dying  minutes  of  the  game  by 
the  score  of  10  to  8. 

MIDDLE  SCHOOL  BASKETBALL 

Mu  Gamma  broke  Kappa  Rho’s  long  basketball  record,  edging  out  Delta 
Beta  by  two  points. 
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First  Basketball  Team — Reading  from  left  to  right:  Mary  Bone,  Susan  Sharp,  Marilyn  Maughan,  Anne  Hale,  Margaret 
Lynne  Jaques,  Mary  Louson,  Mary  Darling  (Capt.). 


Second  Basketball  Team — standing  left  to  right:  Jane  Nelson,  Penny  Corneil,  Janet  Montgomery,  Penny  Hugman, 
Felicity  Ballantyne,  Margaret  Wallace,  Marjorie  Pitblado,  Derry  McLernon.  Sitting:  Abigail  Maclnnes,  Jaqueline 
Evans  (Capt.)  Brenda  Bridgman. 
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HOCKEY 

This  year  the  Study-ites  entered  a  new  field  of  sports,  hockey!  A  house  com¬ 
petition  was  held  with  Mu  Gamma  and  Delta  Beta  meeting  in  the  finals.  At  the  end 
of  three  periods  of  play,  the  score  was  tied,  forcing  the  teams  into  an  overtime  period. 
Mu  Gamma  scored  the  first  goal  in  sudden  death  overtime  to  win  a  very  close  game. 

VOLLEY  BOLL 

After  the  basketball  season  is  over,  time  is  found  to  play  our  inter-house 
volleyball  matches.  Mu  Gamma  again  came  out  on  top  with  133  points  with  Beta 
Lambda  the  runner-up  with  121  points. 


SKIING 

The  annual  ski-meet  was  held  at  St.  Sauveur  by  the  Penguin  Ski  Club.  West- 
mount  Junior  and  Senior  High  Schools  went  home  with  the  shield  after  beating  The 
Study  first  and  second  teams  and  all  others  taking  part. 

Less  than  four  girls  of  The  Study  second  team  finished,  thus  disqualifying 
their  team  from  the  runnings.  The  first  team  stayed  in  the  meet,  but  had  unfortunate 
luck  in  that  Mary  Louson,  who  was  doing  quite  well  at  the  time,  lost  one  ski.  In  the 
slalom,  Topsy  Doyle  was  way  out  in  front  when  she  missed  the  last  gate  and  had  to 
climb  back  up  the  hill  after  a  frantic  stop. 

At  the  end  of  the  day,  when  the  points  were  tallied,  The  Study  camp  out  fifth, 
but  all  of  us  hope  for  a  better  standing  next  year. 


First  Team 

Topsy  Doyle 
Sally  Birks 
Sally  Thornton 
Mary  Louson 
Felicity  Ballantyne 
Virginia  Stikeman 


Second  Team 

Jane  Nelson 
Derry  McLernon 
Gill  Angus 
Mary  MacFarlane 
Martha  Cassils 


INTER-SCIIOOL  TENNIS 

In  inter-school  tennis  competition  The  Study  first  team  won  17  out  of  21 
games,  the  second  team  doing  even  better  by  winning  18  out  of  21  games.  Because 
of  the  keen  spirited  efforts  of  these  two  teams,  The  Study  won  the  cup. 


INTER-HOUSE  TENNIS 

Last  spring,  inter-house  tennis  was  won  by  Delta  Beta  whose  team  consisted 
of  Christine  and  Mary  Bone.  They  defeated  Susan  Sharp  and  Penny  Corneil  in  a 
final  game. 


SWIMMING ,  1957 

Delta  Beta  was  uniformly  successful  in  last  year’s  swimming  meet,  which  was 
held  at  the  \  AV.C.A.  pool,  with  second  best  Kappa  Rho  a  full  23  points  behind. 
Individually,  in  the  middle  school,  Carolyn  Henwood  gathered  the  most  points  with 
Joan  Thornton  close  behind.  In  the  upper  school,  Wilsie  Baxter  and  Margaret  Lynne 
Jaques  shared  first  place  in  the  races  and  first  and  second  in  the  diving. 

SPORTS  DAY ,  1 9 57 

Rain  washed  out  our  last  year’s  sports  day,  thus  the  events  were  held  in  the 
court-yard  of  the  school.  Mu  Gamma  won  by  a  close  margin  over  Kappa  Rho.  Those 
who  gained  the  most  points  for  their  houses  were  as  follows: 

In  the  Thirds — Prue  Hugman,  Kathy  Fisher 
In  the  Fourths — Gabrielle  Moquette,  Sandra  Herron 
Upper-School — Susan  Sharp,  Penny  Hugman,  Ann  Van  Alstyne. 

This  year,  we  are  looking  forward  to  having  the  sports  day  at  the  West- 
mount  Athletic  Grounds. 
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Ski  Team — Standing  from  left  to  right  Mary  Louson,  Sally  Thornton,  Caroline  Doyle,  Felicity  Ballantyne,  Sally  Birks. 
Kneeling:  Gill  Angus,  Martha  Cassils,  Derry  McLernon,  Jane  Nelson. 


Tennis  Team — Reading  from  left  to  right:  Susan  Sharp,  Penny  Corneil,  Penny  Hugman,  Mary  Bone  (capt.). 
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Lower  Third  Antics 


Miss  Dickie 
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Junior  School  at  Play 


Activities  at  the  Bazaar 
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AND  I  DREAMED 


Long  ago  I  had  a  dream.  I  dreamed  of  following  a  river  for  a  long  time.  The 
river  was  too  large  to  cross,  too  swift  for  lily-pads  to  grow,  but  the  water  was  not 
deep  and  here  and  there  ledges  protruded,  which  the  river  circumvented  in  foam. 
This  remains  distinct  in  my  memory. 

I  dreamed  I  came  to  a  steep  embankment  and  the  white  river  water  cascaded 
down  its  side.  I  could  not  hear  my  own  footsteps,  nor  could  I  even  think,  as  I  as¬ 
cended  the  slope,  for  the  roaring  of  the  falls  excluded  everything. 

I  dreamed  that,  as  I  gained  the  top,  all  sound  suddenly  ceased,  and  I  looked 
into  a  dense,  swirling  mist.  Slowly  I  moved  into  the  mist,  and  within  it  was  soft  and 
white  and  there  was  no  sound.  As  I  walked  the  mist  thinned.  A  huge,  grey  shape  began 
to  form  in  the  distance.  It  remained  indistinct,  and  I  felt  as  though  I  looked  through 
opaque  glass.  I  squinted  in  an  effort  to  see  this  apparition  more  clearly. 

The  mist  dispersed,  and  I  stood  on  the  rim  of  a  deep  valley.  Far,  far  away, 
and  far,  far  below,  rose  a  poplar,  so  incredibly  high  that,  though  the  gigantic  tree 
stood  miles  away  and  thousands  of  feet  below  me,  I  had  to  look  upward  to  find  its 
summit.  The  tree  filled  the  valley  with  its  presence  and  radiated  a  strange  glow  to 
all  corners.  It  seemed  fairly  to  hum  with  intensity  and  to  be  bursting  with  something 
alive  and  vibrant.  In  my  dream,  I  sat  down  and  watched  the  Titan,  and  I  felt  happy 
because  of  the  happiness  of  the  valley.  On  my  left,  on  an  oak  stump,  a  black  mocking¬ 
bird  sang  a  clear  and  silver  song.  And  on  my  right,  watching  me  with  comprehending 
eyes,  rested  a  mighty  dhole,  his  mouth  turned  up  at  the  corners  in  a  grin. 

At  last  the  mist  eclipsed  the  soft  glow  of  the  valley,  and  the  inward  burning 
of  the  poplar. 

Once  again,  I  found  myself,  shivering,  at  the  head  of  the  falls.  They  were 
roaring  even  as  I  faced  the  cold,  white  mist  once  more.  Again  I  passed  through  its 
dampness.  The  roaring  of  the  falls  never  ceased,  but  seemed  to  grow  in  volume  with 
each  step  I  took.  I  stumbled  along  for  an  eternity.  I  grew  restless  and  uneasy  as  the 
mist  continued  on,  never  thinning,  never  disclosing  the  valley  I  sought.  And  then,  I 
was  clear.  The  tree  gathered  itself  right  before  me.  It  was  horrible!  It  was  tremendous. 
I  was  terrified.  I  looked  for  the  mocking  bird,  but  the  dhole  had  killed  her.  I  looked 
for  the  dhole,  and  saw  him,  crouched  before  the  tree,  shuddering.  I  ran  away.  And 
as  I  ran,  I  heard  these  words  follow  me — “The  dhole  knows,  ask  the  dhole.  The  dhole 
knows,  ask  him!  Ask  him  why  the  tree  is  no  longer  content.”  And  then  I  awoke. 

There  are  times  still  when  I  can  remember  the  dream  with  strange  clarity, 
and  feel  the  spirals  of  terror  and  cruelty  which  pervaded  the  lost  valley,  which  were 
personified  by  the  mammoth  poplar  in  its  anger.  And  I  wonder  sometimes  if  there  is  a 
center  of  evil  in  the  world,  and  in  what  wound  it  festers.  Then,  there  are  times  when 
the  last  half  of  the  dream  slips  into  obscurity,  and  I  only  remember  the  happiness  I 
felt  in  the  light  of  the  burning  tree.  I  wonder,  too,  about  the  dhole.  Had  I  stayed,  and 
had  I  asked  him,  what  secret  would  he  have  told  me  ?  What  secret  was  there  concern¬ 
ing  the  tree,  concerning  its  transformation  ?  What  secret  lay  in  that  strange,  heart¬ 
rending  dream  ? 

Veronica  Butler,  Sixth  Form. 
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THE  BISHOP’S  UNIVERSITY  SCIENCE  FAIR 

On  Friday,  March  21,  the  girls  of  Middle  and  Upper  Fifth  went  to  Lennox- 
ville,  Que.,  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Scott  and  Miss  Marshall.  The  trips  to  and 
from  were  hectic  to  say  the  least,  and  entertainment  was  provided  by  several  groups 
of  chanteuses  rendering  disjointed  versions  of  old  camp  songs;  unreliable  portable 
radios  and  various  card  games  filled  in  the  gaps.  On  the  way  down,  we  stopped  out¬ 
side  Lennoxville  for  lunch,  and  on  the  way  back,  we  took  a  break  at  Granby  before 
braving  a  snowstorm. 

The  exhibition  itself  was  fascinating  and  we  marvelled  at  the  efficient  way 
it  was  run.  There  were  movies  as  well  as  exhibits  and  demonstrations;  our  students 
were  frantically  rushing  about  taking  notes  and  trying  to  see  everything  within  the 
short  time  limit.  Mostly  fish  and  frogs  were  used  for  the  demonstrations,  and  amongst 
other  things,  we  were  shown  the  pattern  that  a  frog’s  heart  makes  on  a  graph  as  it 
beats,  and  the  actual  flow  of  a  frog’s  blood  through  a  tube  under  a  microscope.  We 
saw  the  reproductive  structure  of  a  freshly  killed  frog  and  artificial  induction  of 
egg-laying.  \\  e  saw  the  reactions  of  fish  and  paramecia  to  electric  current,  and  of 
planaria  to  heat  and  cold.  There  was  a  display  on  water  pollution  and  cultures  of 
bacteria  found  in  the  rivers  and  tap  water  around  Lennoxville.  One  of  the  more 
interesting  exhibits  was  that  of  a  tadpole  which  had  been  fed  the  hormone  “thyroxin” 
to  make  it  develop  faster.  There  was  a  great  number  of  live  animals  on  display — 
frogs,  fish,  turtles,  dragonflies,  salamanders,  and  mud  puppies  were  among  the  more 
memorable  ones.  There  were  also  several  posters  showing  the  food  that  is  taken 
from  water  and  how  it  is  used. 

Our  party  was  not  able  to  get  to  all  the  movies,  but  those  we  saw  were: 

“Life  In  A  Drop  Of  Water” 

“Life  Of  A  Fresh-Water  Polyp” — the  hydra, 

“Life  Of  A  One-Celled  Animal” — the  amoeba, 
and  one  about  Malaria  and  the  Anopheles  Mosquito. 

Apart  from  a  delay  which  caused  slight  confusion,  the  trip  was  highly  success¬ 
ful,  and  everyone  arrived  home  feeling  scientifically  educated,  well-fed,  and  a  little 
queasy.  Sally  Meakins,  Virginia  Mathias,  Upper  V. 

A  VISIT  TO  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  THE  BLIND 

On  Wednesday,  April  the  22nd  the  girls  from  Lower  IV  and  Upper  IV  went 
to  the  Montreal  School  for  the  Blind.  Last  year  the  children  from  the  blind  school  came 
to  visit  and  sing  for  us  so  this  year  they  invited  us  to  visit  them. 

After  the  first  period,  we  all  left  The  Study  accompanied  by  Miss  Blanchard, 
and  took  a  bus  to  Montreal  West  where  the  school  is  situated.  There  are  two  buildings 
belonging  to  this  association.  One  is  the  school  and  the  other  is  the  workshop.  We 
left  our  coats  in  the  library  and  went  on  a  tour  of  the  classrooms  conducted  by  Mrs. 

g  o  1 1 

In  the  first  form,  which  was  the  youngest,  one  little  girl  of  about  five  read 
us  some  braille  remarkably  well.  She  was  totally  blind.  The  teacher  of  this  class  was 
also  blind.  Another  boy,  who  was  much  older,  was  doing  a  division  problem  on  a 
special  kind  of  metal  slate',  with  holes  in  it  in  which  were  placed  metal  blocks  signifying 
the  numbers. 

Across  the  hall  a  blind  woman  was  typing  on  a  braille  machine.  It  had  only 
six  keys  as  it  had  a  special  system  of  letters.  She  also  showed  us  a  record  on  which 
there  were  several  stories.  She  said  the  children  called  them  talking  books  and  especi¬ 
ally  enjoyed  them.  The  next  class  we  visited  consisted  of  grades  six,  seven  and  eight. 
These  children  worked  individually  as  some  had  difficulty  in  controlling  a  pencil  while 
others  were  not  as  good  at  reading  braille.  Here  the  boys  and  girls  were  not  totally 
blind  but  could  see  with  the  help  of  glasses. 

After  that  we  were  shown  the  bedrooms,  the  gymnasium  and  the  dining¬ 
room.  They  were  particularly  proud  of  the  new  gym  mat  which  had  just  been  bought. 
Last  but  not  least,  we  entered  the  class-room  for  the  medium-aged  children.  Here  we 
looked  through  their  exercise  books  and  admired  their  drawings. 

They  sang  some  songs  for  us  and  we  sang  for  them.  'They  taught  us  a  few 
cheery  songs  and  vice  versa.  Between  the  songs  Mr.  Layton,  Secretary  of  1  he  Asso¬ 
ciation  for  the  Blind,  spoke  a  few  modest  words  about  the  origin  of  the  school.  He 
also  informed  us  that  this  day,  April  23,  1958,  was  their  fiftieth  anniversary. 

At  noon  we  returned  to  the  Study.  We  felt  elated  knowing  that  so  much  was 
being  done  for  these  handicapped  children.  Our  trip  made  us  realize  how  lucky  we 
are  to  be  able  to  see.  Gail  Corneil,  Upper  IF. 
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MEETING  A  NEW  FRIEND 


by  S.  Lectern 

It  had  been  a  long  day,  but  an  exciting  one,  because  a  new  object  had  come 
to  live  at  the  school. 

That  night  the  strange  thing  looked  lonely,  so  I  decided  to  try  and  cheer  it 
up  by  talking  to  it.  “What  is  your  name  ?”  1  asked. 

“Miss  L.  Tape-recorder,”  was  the  reply.  She  also  said  that  she  had  been  in 
a  store  with  some  more  tape-recorders  before  coming  here.  Then  I  said,  “Do  you 
like  this  school  ?” 

“What’s  a  school  ?”  she  asked. 

“You  don’t  know  what  a  school  is!  Well,  girls  come  here  to  learn  things.” 

“But  I  saw  some  girls  with  gray  hair.  I  didn’t  know  girls  had  gray  hair.” 

“Oh!”  I  laughed,  “those  are  the  teachers.” 

“Do  they  sell  the  girls  when  they  have  learned  everything  ?” 

“Heavens  no,”  I  said,  “the  girls  then  go  to  a  university,  or  they  get  a  job.” 

“Well,  what  do  they  want  me  here  for  ?”  she  queried. 

“The  girls  want  to  record  their  voices  into  you.V 

“And  how  do  you  earn  your  living  ?” 

“I  hold  Miss  Lamont’s  books  and  I  also  hold  Anne’s  arms,”  I  answered 
importantly. 

“Gosh,  do  you  think  that  I’ll  get  used  to  all  these  girls  ?  I  saw  so  many  this 
morning;  they  were  all  sizes.” 

“I  suppose  so,”  I  replied.  “I  did.” 

“I  think  I  like  this  stool  already,”  said  she. 

“It  is  not  a  stool,  silly;  it’s  a  s-c-h-o-o-1 — school.  Well,  time  we  were  going  to 
sleep,”  said  the  lectern.  “Good  night.” 

“Good  night,”  yawned  the  tape-recorder. 

Mary  Cape,  Lower  IF. 


ON  SEEING  A  BLACK  CAT 

Hail  to  yonder  phantom  shadow 

Crouching  in  the  blackened  angles  of  the  wall. 

You  who  are  the  ruler  of  the  night, 

Where  will  be  your  next  retreat  ? 

How  far  will  your  stealthful,  padding  feet 
Travel  to-night  ? 

You  of  the  black  and  glossy  coat, 

Think  I  do  not  see  you  ? 

The  moon  is  your  betrayer, 

Casting  shadows  in  a  mysterious  way. 

A  perfect  silhouette  is  cast  against  a  wall  of  silver, 

That  crouch  so  clearly  etched, 

Like  tiger  waiting  for  his  prey. 

How  your  eyes  do  glow  in  shadows  black, 

Lit  with  suspicion  and  distrust. 

I’ll  pass  on  .  .  . 

No  one  will  find  your  hiding-place. 

Virginia  Mathias,  Upper  V. 


33 


THE  SACK 

The  sack  (  or  chemise,  if  you  please) 

One  can  get  in  and  out  of  with  ease 

Depending  upon 

If  the  one  you’re  to  don 

Is  tight  at  the  hips  or  the  knees. 

Jane  MacFarlane,  Sixth  Form. 
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BERGEN 


Norway,  where  the  sun  shines  at  midnight,  is  a  beautiful  country.  It  is  unique, 
lying  in  the  northern  sea  awaiting  every  visitor  with  a  quiet,  generous  welcome.  If 
you  approach  the  Scandinavian  peninsula  by  ship,  your  first  port  of  entry  will  usually 
be  Bergen.  How  wonderful  it  is,  after  seven  long  days  at  sea,  to  see  the  green  of  the 
shores,  and  the  gray-blue  of  the  rock  islands  which  are  scattered  along  the  Bergen 
fjord.  As  the  ship  moves  up  the  fjord,  the  houses  which  line  the  shore  become  more 
frequent,  until  you  arrive  at  the  port. 

The  city  of  Bergen  is  the  second  largest  in  Norway,  and  the  port  is  vibrant 
with  noise  and  activity.  American  and  British  ships  line  the  docks,  and  cargoes  are 
hauled  from  the  decks  to  the  piers,  and  from  the  piers  to  the  decks.  Disembarking 
passengers  and  workmen  hurry  all  over  the  yards. 

At  the  foot  of  one  of  the  piers,  there  is  a  flower  market.  One  of  Norway’s 
quaint  customs  is  to  greet  friends  with  lovely  bouquets  of  flowers,  and  the  market 
creates  a  riot  of  colour  among  the  milling  crowds. 

Down  the  street  is  another  kind  of  market,  a  fish  market.  The  fish  are  dis¬ 
played  on  large  wooden  tables,  and  the  fishermen  weigh  and  slice  the  fish  according 
to  the  customer’s  taste. 

You  leave  the  water-front,  and  drive  through  the  city.  A  short  distance  out¬ 
side  is  the  home  of  Edvard  Grieg,  the  renowned  Romantic  composer.  His  villa,  in  a 
secluded,  wooded  area  overlooking  Bergen’s  fjord,  is  called  “Trohlhaugen”,  which 
translated  means  “Fairy  Mount”.  The  name  is  derived  from  the  fairies  and  trolls 
which  are  said  to  inhabit  the  valleys,  water-ways  and  mountains  thereabouts.  Grieg’s 
small  hut,  where  he  composed  most  of  his  music,  is  on  the  mountain-side,  surrounded 
by  birch  trees.  Thus  was  Grieg’s  music  inspired  by  the  quiet  beauty  of  the  country¬ 
side  which  encircled  him. 

Not  far  from  “Trohlhaugen”  is  a  stave  church.  This  building  was  originally 
used  by  the  heathen,  and  is  made  completely  of  wood,  even  using  wooden  pegs  in 
place  of  nails.  This  old  church  is  elaborately  carved,  and  somewhat  resembles  a 
Chinese  pagoda.  The  building  has  no  windows,  and  inside,  candles  are  used  day  and 
night  for  illumination.  The  state  has  bought  the  historic  church  and  the  services  it 
holds  are  now  Lutheran. 

Near  Bergen  is  the  Flyben  mountain.  Little  blue  and  red  cable  cars  carry 
passengers  up  to  the  summit.  Every  Wednesday  evening  there  are  dances,  and  the  many 
who  attend  are  dressed  in  costume.  The  women  wear  bright  skirts  and  matching 
waistcoats,  with  lacy  blouses  and  red  woollen  stockings.  The  men  wear  black  breeches 
with  white  knee-stockings.  Their  waistcoats  vary  according  to  their  particular  part 
of  the  country.  The  dancing  is  merry  and  the  atmosphere  gay. 

Thus  you  part  from  Bergen,  with  its  happy  people,  its  narrow  streets,  its 
flower-laden  window  sills  and  its  teeming  port.  As  the  ship  steams  down  the  fjord, 
you  look  back  at  the  fading  city.  It  is  the  hour  of  twilight,  and  there  are  still  only  a 
few  lights.  Will  you  ever  return  ?  Anne  Bruce?  S{xth  Fofm 


JACK  FROST 

A  crow  was  sitting  in  the  crotch  of  a  dead  tree,  still  half-asleep  as  the  morning 
sun  rose  over  the  hills,  when  he  heard  the  sound  of  whistling.  He  yawned  and  opened 
an  eye.  What  he  saw  made  him  let  out  a  squawk  of  amazement.  Coming  merrily 
down  the  road  was  a  little  man  with  a  long  grey  beard.  He  was  dressed  in  white,  and 
had  a  grey  sack  over  his  shoulders.  He  had  a  surprisingly  pale  face  for  a  human,  and 
his  fingers  were  long  and  white.  The  crow  wondered  whether  he  should  try  to  dis¬ 
cover  the  contents  of  the  sack,  but  thought  better  of  it  and  flew  squawking  over  the 
the  trees  to  tell  his  friends. 

The  other  crows  discussed  the  matter  at  great  length,  and  finally  decided  to 
go  and  ask  the  owl. 

When  the  owl  saw  them  coming,  he  pretended  to  be  asleep,  but  later  thought 
over  what  they  had  said. 

They  were  all  young  crows  and  had  not  seen  a  winter  yet.  That  night  the 
owl  put  two  and  two  together  and  did  some  prowling,  but  it  was  not  for  food.  He  had 
a  feeling  he  knew  who  that  person  was,  though  he  had  never  seen  him  before.  When 
morning  came  he  went  to  bed,  hungry,  but  satisfied. 

Next  time  the  crows  came,  he  had  his  answer  ready.  Jack  Frost  had  come  to 
the  woods.  Barbara  White,  Lower  IV. 


35 


“YOUR  SPRING  CHANGE-OVER” 


I  low  often  have  you  seen  this  saying  written  on  bill-boards  accompanied  by 
pictures  of  robins  and  apple-blossoms,  or  heard  it  spoken  by  a  bright  cheerful  voice 
on  the  radio  ?  Hundreds  of  times,  I’ve  no  doubt,  and  because  everyone  was  so  insistant 
that  spring  was  here,  and  that  the  car,  the  house  and  you  needed  overhauling,  you 
felt  that  as  you  looked  out  the  window  at  the  raging  blizzard,  they  must  know  what 
they  were  talking  about.  So  you  co-operated,  and  helped  combat  seasonal  unemploy¬ 
ment,  by  driving  the  car  down  to  the  garage.  The  trip  was  long  and  hazardous,  and 
the  car  skidded  into  three  snowbanks  and  two  trucks  on  the  way,  but  it  was  soon 
safe  in  the  grease  pit  and  you  struggled  through  the  drifts. 

Then  you  started  on  the  homestead:  the  charwoman  came  two  extra  days 
that  week,  and  the  house  was  cleaned  from  stem  to  stern.  Although  it  was  clean  and 
tidy,  it  still  looked  a  little  maltreated,  and  so  you  called  the  painters,  and  asked  them 
to  come  and  paint  the  downstairs  rooms,  so  that  your  guests  would  get  a  favourable 
impression  of  your  maintenance  abilities.  The  painters  arrived  and  for  three  weeks 
you  cooked,  dined  and  entertained  in  the  basement.  When  they  left,  they  took  their 
beastly  ladders  and  turpentine  jars  with  them,  leaving  plaster  and  paint  dust  every¬ 
where.  The  charwoman  came  an  extra  time,  and  the  house  was  cleaned  again,  and 
you  felt  it  was  about  time  you  had  some  work  done  on  yourself  to  lose  that  ‘winter- 
look.’ 


Again  you  brave  the  weather  and  go  to  the  beauty  parlour  early  in  the  morn¬ 
ing.  After  spending  the  whole  day  there,  you  emerged  like  a  butterfly  from  a  cocoon, 
like  a  babe  from  the  womb,  and  took  the  dog-sled  back  to  your  igloo. 

You  have  put  up  with  the  fire  and  water,  but  now  that  you  are  through  it 
all,  what  of  it  ? 

Well,  the  car,  the  house,  and  you  are  beautiful;  you  are  penniless  and  spring 

is  here! 


Sally  Meakins,  Upper  V. 


THE  UNDERWATER  PALACE 

When  my  life  raft  sank  in  the  middle  of  the  ocean,  I  must  have  lost  conscious¬ 
ness.  I  awoke  in  the  sea,  under  a  beautiful  seaweed  tree,  with  a  mermaid  washing  my 
face  with  sand.  A  few  yards  away  stood  a  magnificent  palace  made  from  mother  of 
pearl.  I  asked  my  blond  sea  attendant  to  whom  this  wonderful  structure  belonged. 

When  she  said  Father  Neptune,  I  nearly  fell  over  backwards,  as  I  had  never 
believed  in  him.  Just  at  that  minute  a  chariot  with  two  prancing  white  horses,  driven 
by  a  kindly-old  man  with  a  long  white  beard,  drove  up.  In  his  left  hand  he  carried  a 
trident  with  very  sharp  prongs. 

He  stepped  majestically  from  his  chariot,  summoned  the  mermaid  and  said, 
“How  did  this  intruder  come  to  my  kingdom  ?” 

“He  came  by  way  of  fate,  and  not  by  his  own  desire,  sir,”  said  my  friend. 
At  that  Neptune  (as  I  later  realized  he  was)  smiled  warmly  and  led  me  into  his  palace. 
There  I  received  a  grand  meal  of  broiled  salmon  and  seaweed  salad.  From  my  first 
day  spent  in  this  underwater  palace,  I  have  concluded  that  Father  Neptune  is  a  kind 
and  thoughtful  old  gentleman. 

Gill  Angus,  Upper  IF. 
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A  FASHIONABLE  ESCAPE 


Previous  to  the  rising  of  1745,  the  Frankham  twins  had  lived  in  comparative 
peace  and  security  on  their  Northumberland  estate,  presided  over  by  genial,  middle- 
aged  Aunt  Anabel.  The  twins,  in  their  late  teens,  made  a  very  attractive  pair;  Dorothea, 
a  willowy  girl  with  gold  hair  and  the  most  surprising  pair  of  candid  brown  eyes,  was 
offset  well  by  her  brother,  Jeffery,  a  tall,  dark  young  man  with  an  engaging  smile  and 
an  aristocratic  profile.  They  were  each  other’s  constant  companions,  and  spent  their 
time  together  like  “a  couple  of  fellows”,  to  quote  Jeffery.  In  fact  their  Aunt  Anabel 
had  many  a  melancholy  thought  that  Dorothea’s  distressing  tomboy  tendencies 
might  continue;  but  the  good  lady  need  have  had  no  worries,  for  as  the  twins’  nine¬ 
teenth  birthday  approached,  at  the  beginning  of  August,  Mistress  Frankham  was 
looking  forward  to  none  of  her  presents  as  much  as  to  a  new  ball  dress  of  rosebud  silk 
which  was  to  have  one  of  the  latest  types  of  hoops  under  it,  and  could  not  have  possibly 
been  more  ladylike  nor  elegant. 

Dorothea  never  forgot  her  nineteenth  birthday;  that  was  not  possible.  It 
had  started  like  most  other  birthdays  with  a  hunt  in  their  honour,  and  then  in  the 
evening  there  was  to  be  a  banquet  followed  by  a  ball.  For  this  ball,  Dorothea  donned 
her  rosebud  silk  and  tremendous  new  hoop,  and  in  addition  wore  for  the  first  time  the 
family  earrings,  magnificent  baubles  of  rose  diamonds.  She  sailed  down  the  stairs  in 
her  grandest  manner  followed  by  her  aunt,  and  joined  her  brother  in  the  hall  to  greet 
the  guests.  Jeff  stared  a  moment  aghast  at  his  sister’s  transformation  and  said  with 
usual  brotherly  tact,  “Well,  and  who’s  a  ‘grande  dame’  ?  My  dear  girl,  you  look  like 
a  ship  in  full  sail.  What  a  hoop!  Someone  could  hide  under  it.” 

“Rude  boy”,  reproved  his  aunt,  who  was  only  too  pleased  to  see  her  niece 
done  up  properly,  but  the  lady  in  question  only  laughed  and  turned  to  welcome  the 
first  guest.  Lord  Sayer  was  most  impressed  by  Dorothea’s  looks  and  protested  him¬ 
self,  “Madam’s  most  devoted  servant”.  Mistress  Frankham,  who  had  been  fluttering 
her  eyelashes  in  the  most  accepted  fashion,  was  extremely  pleased  with  the  results. 

More  guests  arrived  and  the  dancing  was  proceeding  gaily  when  an  officer  of 
the  Horse  Guards,  an  old  family  friend,  entered  and  announced  the  fantastic  news 
that  Prince  Charles  Edward  had  landed  on  Augusr  2nd,  in  Scotland,  and  was  raising 
an  army  there.  The  twins  had  been  standing  beside  each  other  and  at  the  announce¬ 
ment  Dorothea  noticed  her  brother  stiffen  and  whisper,  as  if  to  himself,  “I’ll  join 
him,  I  will  go  with  the  Prince’s  army”.  Dorothea  felt  faint  and  said  desperately, 
“No,  no,  his  cause  is  doomed.  You  know  it  is.” 

It  was  now  next  April,  and  Dorothea,  feeling  much  older  and  deeply  worried, 
was  speeding  by  coach  towards  the  West  Coast  of  Scotland.  The  disastrous  battle  of 
Culloden  had  been  fought,  and  Jeffery,-  her  beloved  twin,  who  had  insisted  on  joining 
Prince  Charles’  army  early  in  the  new  year,  had  been  wounded  and  captured  by  the 
King’s  men,  and  was  going  to  be  executed. 

An  old  servant  who  had  followed  Jeff  and  managed  to  escape  had  brought 
the  news.  At  first  too  stunned  for  action,  she  had  simply  sat  staring  into  space  re¬ 
calling  all  the  amusing  irritating  incidents  shared  with  her  brother.  “He’s  only  nine¬ 
teen,”  she  thought,  “Its  cruel — a  boy — last  birthday  so  jolly  and  now  he’ll  never 
have  another!  I  remember  I  was  coming  down  the  stairs  in  my  new  hoop,  and  he 
joked  and  said  I  looked  like  a  ship  in  full  sail,  and — ”  Her  thoughts  broke  off;  she  had 
a  sudden  inspiration  as  to  how  he  would  escape. 

And  that  was  why  she  was  travelling  in  this  hurried  way.  She  had  found 
where  they  were  holding  Jeff,  and  had  hired  a  ship  to  carry  him  off  to  France  when 
the  escape  was  affected. 

On  arrival  at  the  castle,  she  sailed  up  to  the  officer  in  charge  and  asked  sweetly 
if  it  were  possible  for  her  to  see  her  brother,  Sir  Jeffery  Frankham.  Seeing  that  she 
was  about  to  receive  a  curt  refusal,  she  remembered  Lord  Sayer  and  had  fluttered  her 
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eyelashes  once  or  twice.  The  officer,  surprised  at  the  sight  of  a  young  and  pretty  girl 
dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion,  gave  permission.  He  charged  a  sergeant  to  take  her 
to  her  brother’s  room,  which  was  mercifully  on  the  ground  floor,  no  difficult  stairs 
to  manage. 

Dorothea  entered  to  see  her  brother  looking  most  despondent,  then  slightly 
puzzled,  but  after  having  dismissed  the  sergeant  she  explained  her  plan.  Jeff  smiled 
lightly,  and  nodded  in  approval.  He  crouched  under  his  sister’s  skirts  and  they  practiced 
walking  together  for  a  moment  or  two;  then  Mistress  Dorothea  rapped  on  the  door 
and  said  she  wished  to  leave.  Very  gracefully  she  glided  past  the  saluting  officer,  and 
smiling  quite  genuinely  through  pretended  tears,  she  thanked  him  for  his  kindness. 
Her  skirts  rustled  slightly  as  she  went  out  and  into  the  coach  but  no  one  noticed.  The 
coach  started  immediately,  and  they  raced  as  quickly  as  possible  to  the  coast,  and 
to  the  ship  that  would  take  them  to  France  and  safety. 

A  few  hours  later  Sir  Jeffery,  watching  his  sister  standing  on  deck,  her  volu¬ 
minous  skirts  billowing  in  the  wind,  smiled  and  glanced  up  at  the  sails  significantly. 
“I  see  a  remarkable  resemblance,”  he  said,  “but  I’m  duly  grateful  to  both,  for  between 
them  they  have  saved  me. 

Elspeth  McGreevy,  Sixth  Form. 


A  SHAPE  IN  THE  SKY 


A  long  time  ago  in  Arabia,  a  strange  thing  happened.  One  day  when  many 
Arab  men  were  outside  the  city  exercising  their  horses,  they  heard  a  loud  roar.  They 
looked  up  and  saw  a  great  creature  flying  across  the  sky.  All  the  men  jumped  on 
their  horses  and  galloped  toward  the  city.  Soon  the  word  was  spread  that  there  was  a 
great  winged  creature  that  travelled  through  the  skies,  screaming  with  a  deep,  deep 
voice.  Every  day  the  same  thing  happened.  The  strange  object  would  go  racing  across 
the  sky,  then  disappear  in  the  distance.  One  day  it  came  so  close  that  the  Arab  men 
thought  they  had  better  get  rid  of  it,  so  they  got  their  guns  and  started  shooting  at  it. 
Every  day  they  shot,  but  the  creature  still  came  back.  Then  one  day  it  happened! 
One  of  the  men  hit  it!  Down  the  object  came  and  hit  the  ground  with  a  crash.  The 
Arabs  raced  toward  the  creature,  spears  in  hand,  determined  to  kill  it.  As  soon  as 
they  got  there,  they  stopped  short  in  amazement.  A  man  climbed  out! 

Soon  all  was  explained.  It  was  not  a  horse  at  all,  but  an  airplane!  The  first 
the  Arabs  had  ever  seen. 


June  Macarthur.  Lower  IV 


SUMMER’S  END 

Pinpricked  waves  on  a  veil  of  grey, 

Mists  hiding  suns  of  a  better  day. 

Everything  brown  and  green  and  grey 
On  this  last  day  of  summer. 

Sounds  of  the  waves  breaking  quickly  in  rhythm, 
Sounds  of  leaves  falling  and  ending  a  season, 

Empty  sounds  holding  now  nothing  in  them 
For  those  finished  with  summer. 

Virginia  Stikeman,  Upper  V 
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REGGIE 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man  and  a  woman  who  had  a  dog  called  Reggie. 
Reggie  liked  everything  about  his  new  home  except  his  barrel.  It  was  a  good  barrel, 
painted  red  with  a  stand  under  it  so  that  when  he  climbed  out  of  it,  it  didn’t  roll. 
One  day  the  man  decided  to  build  a  garage,  which  the  man  and  woman  knew  they 
needed.  The  man  bought  some  lumber,  nails,  glass,  and  even  some  paint  to  paint  it 
after  it  was  finished  Then,  the  man  couldn’t  find  his  saw,  so  he  asked  his  wife:  “Have 
you  seen  my  saw  ?” 

“No,  dear,  I’ll  come  and  help  you  look.” 

Although  she  looked  and  looked,  and  he  looked  and  looked,  they  couldn’t 
find  the  saw.  Then,  they  went  to  have  dinner.  The  man  said:  “Isn’t  it  queer  that  all 
those  things  disappeared  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  his  wife,  “but  why  didn’t  Reggie  bark  ?” 

“Don’t  ask  me  that,”  said  the  man.  “I  would  like  to  go  to  bed  early,  as  I  am 
tired  out  from  searching  for  those  things.” 

“Too  bad  because  there  is  going  to  be  a  full  moon,  and  I  thought  that  we  could 
go  for  a  drive.” 

“I  don’t  care  if  there  are  ten  full  moons.  I  would  still  fall  asleep.” 

So,  the  man  and  woman  went  to  bed  early.  Then,  the  man  said:  “Don’t  you 
hear  the  sound  of  sawing  ?” 

She  said,  “You  are  dreaming,  dear.”  She  was  still  in  one  herself.  Next  morn¬ 
ing  Reggie  was  very  excited.  When  the  man  and  woman  came  there  stood  a  beautiful 
dog  house,  and  on  the  top  was  the  name  Reggie,  still  shining  wet. 

Betty  Sazie,  Lower  A. 


APPLE  TREES 

Once  summer  day  in  August,  Davie  was  sitting  on  the  back  porch  eating  an 
apple.  Davie  was  eight  years  old,  and  he  lived  on  Center  Street  in  Central  City. 

One  day,  Davie  went  to  a  corner  store  to  buy  some  apples.  He  thought  if  he 
got  some  apples  he  could  take  out  the  seeds  and  plant  an  orchard  of  apple  trees. 

When  he  got  to  the  corner  store,  he  went  in  and  saw  his  Auntie  May  buying 
some  groceries.  Lie  told  his  plan  and  she  thought  it  was  a  very  good  plan.  Davie’s 
Auntie  said,  though,  “It  will  take  about  seven  years  to  grow  your  orchard,  don’t 
forget.” 

“I  won’t,”  said  Davie. 

When  Davie  got  home  he  had  an  apple  with  five  seeds  in  it.  Right  away  he 
went  into  the  garden  and  planted  two  seeds  on  the  left  side  and  three  seeds  on  the 
right  side.  Davie  said  to  himself;  I’ll  have  another  half  an  apple  and  take  out  one  seed, 
and  throw  the  others  away.  Davie  ran  outside  again  and  planted  the  sixth  seed.  Davie 
hoped  seven  years  would  go  by  quickly.  Davie  decided  to  have  a  birthday  party  for 
his  orchard  every  year. 

That  afternoon  all  of  Davie’s  friends  were  at  the  apple  trees’  birthday  party. 
One  girl  called  Rose  Mary,  brought  a  package  of  daisies  to  put  in  the  middle  of  the 
two  sides  of  the  orchard.  Another  girl  brought  a  book  about  how  to  grow  an  apple 
tree.  Davie  also  got  a  lot  of  other  presents  for  the  trees,  too. 

After  a  while  the  children  had  ice  cream  and  they  played  ring  around  the 
apple  trees.  The  children  had  lots  of  fun,  but  at  five  o’clock  they  all  had  to  go 
home. 

Every  year  the  trees  had  a  birthday  party  and  when  Davie  was  fifteen,  there 
were  six  beautiful  apple  trees.  Davie  never  went  to  the  corner  store  to  get  apples.  He 
picked  his  own  rosy  apples  from  his  own  orchard. 

Patricia  Shannon,  Upper  A. 
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THE  ADVENTURE  OF  A  BUTTON 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  button,  and  he  lived  on  the  coat  of  Duke 
Fiddle  Stick.  Duke  Fiddle  Stick  belonged  to  the  Queen’s  family,  but  the  button  had 
never  seen  the  Queen.  How  he  longed  to  see  her.  Then  one  day  it  was  the  Queen’s 
birthday,  and  the  Duke  wore  the  coat  that  the  button  was  on.  At  last  the  button 
saw  the  Queen.  He  was  clinging  very  hard  to  the  side  of  the  coat,  for  he  was  held  on 
by  only  a  few  strands  of  thread.  Then  the  Duke  made  a  sudden  jerk  when  he  sat  down 
in  a  chair.  Down  came  the  button  onto  the  floor.  It  hurt  him  a  lot,  and  he  could  not 
climb  up  the  side  of  the  Duke  where  he  belonged.  The  coat  did  not  look  very  nice 
when  he  was  not  there.  He  w'ould  have  to  try  to  attract  the  Duke’s  attention,  so  he 
slipped  over  on  the  other  side  of  himself.  But,  instead  of  attracting  the  Duke’s  atten¬ 
tion,  he  attracted  the  Queen’s  attention.  The  Queen  said  to  the  Duke,  “Put  your 
button  in  your  pocket.”  So  the  button  wTas  safe. 

Nancy  Savage,  Lower  A. 

THE  SUMMER  POEM 

The  bees  have  the  honey. 

The  horse  has  the  oats. 

The  squirrel  has  the  nuts, 

And  I  row  the  boats. 

Wendy  Kyles,  Upper  B. 

WILLIE  WORM’S  SUNSHADE 

At  the  bottom  of  a  garden  there  lived  a  little  worm,  and  his  name  was  Willie. 
He  was  a  very  unhappy  worm  because  he  was  always  hot,  and  he  wanted  a  parasol. 
He  wished  and  wished  for  one.  One  day,  the  Ant  family  and  Willie  went  for  a  picnic. 
Then  it  began  to  rain.  “Quick,  to  the  woods,”  said  father  ant.  So,  they  all  hurried 
over  to  the  bridge,  but  it  had  been  swept  away.  However,  Willie  made  a  fine  bridge,  so, 
when  they  got  home,  the  Ants  gave  him  his  parasol. 

Sarah  Larratt  Smith,  Upper  B. 


THE  LAZY  DRAGON 

Long,  long  ago  there  lived  a  dragon  called  Bombo.  In  winter  he  had  to  have  a 
fire  going,  but  he  did  not  like  to  fetch  the  wood.  One  day,  he  saw  a  duck  walking 
down  the  road.  ‘He  would  be  a  good  wood-carrier  for  me’  thought  the  dragon.  So 
he  went  and  asked  the  duck  if  he  would  be  his  wood-carrier.  The  duck  said  yes.  The 
dragon  took  him  into  his  house  and  showed  the  duck  his  wood  pile.  So,  the  duck 
started  to  get  fire  wood.  Everything  went  well  for  quite  a  long  time.  One  day,  the 
dragon  became  very  hungry,  so  the  duck  said,  “You  may  eat  me”,  so  the  dragon  ate 
him.  Then,  he  said  to  himself,  who  will  fetch  wood  for  me  ?  So  he  did  not  really  have 
a  wood-carrier  after  all. 

Judy  tisher.  Lower  A. 

MY  TRICYCLE 


I’ve  got  a  fine  new  tricycle.  It’s  got  a  saddle  and  a  chain, 

My  Daddy  gave  to  me,  A  fine  strong  brake  as  well; 

A  red  and  yellow  tricycle,  But  what  I  love  the  best  of  all 

As  smart  as  it  can  be!  Is  my  loud  tinkly  bell! 

So  as  I  pedal  down  the  road, 

I  ring  my  bell  so  loud 

That  all  the  children  look  at  me, 

And  I  feel  very  proud! 


I  FOUND 


Nancy  Gardner,  Lower  A. 


I  found  a  four-leaf  clover. 

I  put  it  in  my  shoe. 

I  thought  my  wishes  over, 
And  one  of  them  came  true. 


Sarah  Larratt  Smith,  Upper  B. 
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KEY  TO  SIXTH  FORM  BABY  PICTURES 


1.  Lynda  Southam 

2.  Mary  Darling 

3.  Marilyn  Maughan 

4.  Christine  Bone 

5.  Sonia  Stairs 

6.  Jane  MacFarlane 

7.  Isabel  Joseph 

8.  Anne  Hale 


9.  Martha  McMaster 
10.  Veronica  Butler 
1  1 :  Caroline  White 
12.  Anne  Bruce 
1 3-  Topsy  Doyle 

14.  Elspeth  McGreevy 

15.  Janet  Montgomery 

16.  Elsilyn  Berrill 

17.  Sally  Thornton 


GIFTS  TO  THE  SCHOOL 

This  year  the  friends  of  the  school  have  been  overwhelmingly  generous. 
The  S.O.G.A.  has  given  us  a  great  deal,  from  the  money  presented  to  the  Art  Room 
each  year  for  extra  paintable  material,  to  the  master  record  of  our  Christmas  carols, 
as  well  as  their  constant  aid  and  support  during  the  making  of  “The  Study  Sings”. 
Then  this  February,  the  S.O.G.A.  donated  to  us  the  Tape  Recorder,  which  has  since 
been  in  constant  use  for,  among  many  other  things,  music  (both  piano  and  singing), 
the  Lower  School  dancing,  and  dramatics. 

As  for  gifts  to  the  Library,  Mrs.  Baxter  and  Wilsie  gave  a  very  generous  sum 
of  money  with  which  the  fund  bought  many  new  books  this  fall.  Miss  Hilda  Neatby 
very  kindly  turned  over  to  us  a  cheque  from  one  of  her  lectures  and  we  started  our 
paper-back  shelf.  This  Christmas  another  present  was  given  to  us  by  Mr.  Alan  Mac- 
naughton;  one  half  went  to  the  Library  fund  enabling  the  purchase  of  Van  Nostrand’s 
Scientific  Encyclopaedia  and  other  books,  and  the  other  half  was  devoted  to  our 
collection  of  records  of  poetry,  already  started  by  a  donation  from  the  late  Mrs. 
Strauss.  We  are  also  grateful  to  Mrs.  Jenkins  and  Jill  for  a  generous  gift  for  foreign 
language  records.  Mrs.  McCallum  gave  a  much  appreciated  collection  of  books  to  the 
Lower  School.  Throughout  the  year  the  Library  has  benefited  from  individual  gifts 
of  books  from  members  of  the  staff  and  the  girls. 

An  anonymous  friend  has  presented  a  prize  to  be  awarded  to  a  girl  in  the 
Upper  School  for  an  outstanding  piece  of  creative  work. 

Elspeth  McGreevy. 


THE  GLOVES 

She  felt  she  had  wanted  them  all  her  life.  They  were  beautiful  evening  gloves, 
white  kidskin  studded  with  jewels.  The  diamonds,  rubies,  and  sapphires  were  only 
glass,  of  course,  but  she  liked  to  pretend  that  they  were  real. 

That  night  she  hung  them  in  front  of  her  mirror,  directly  opposite  her  bed. 
About  midnight  she  awoke  with  a  start.  There  were  her  beloved  gloves,  and  below 
them  in  the  glass  the  reflection  of  her  own  narrow  white  face.  As  she  watched,  fas¬ 
cinated,  the  gloves  began  to  glow  with  a  faint  green  light.  Brighter  and  brighter  it 
grew,  and  more  and  more  eerie.  She  lay  paralyzed  with  fear,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
gloves,  as  slowly  they  moved  through  the  darkness  towards  her  bed.  Straight  for  her 
throat  they  came,  the  jewels  glowing  as  if  they  were  real. 

The  only  explanation  was  that  a  burglar  must  have  climbed  in  through  the 
window,  and  strangled  her  when  she  tried  to  scream  for  help.  How  he  scaled  a  hundred 
feet  of  bare  brick  wall,  and  how  he  got  in  through  a  locked  window  without  breaking 
the  glass,  no  one  ventured  to  say.  Certain  thoughts  can  drive  one  insane  quite  easily. 

The  mother  took  one  last  look  around  what  once  was  her  daughter’s  room. 
She  saw  the  lovely  evening  gloves  hanging  before  the  mirror.  “The  poor  dear  wanted 
these  so  much,  and  she  never  wore  them.  I  will  see  that  she  is  buried  in  them.  That 
should  make  her  happy.” 

Isabel  Joseph,  Sixth  Form. 
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PRESIDENT’S  REPORT 

Now  that  my  term  as  President  of  the  S.O.G.A.  draws  to  a  close  I  look  back 
on  our  accomplishments  with  pleasure  and  pride.  I  should  like  to  say  right  here  that 
without  the  aid  and  imagination  of  my  Executive  none  of  this  would  have  been  pos¬ 
sible.  From  September  1956  to  this  June  there  have  been  fourteen  meetings  of  the 
Executive  with  an  attendance  of  from  seven  to  ten  at  each  and  usually  a  guest  repre¬ 
senting  the  Turnabout  Shop,  in  order  that  we  might  work  more  closely.  This  year 
Firs.  Kerrigan,  our  ex-President,  is  the  Chairman  of  the  Committee  of  the  Turnabout 
Shop  and  reports  at  our  meetings.  The  Secretary  of  the  S.O.G.A.,  Firs.  Larratt  Smith 
is  on  the  Board  of  the  School,  which  has  been  a  great  help,  especially  when  we  have 
some  money  to  spend  and  through  her  can  find  out  what  is  most  needed  at  the  School. 

The  Turnabout  Shop,  the  old  girls’  most  ambitious  project,  has  surpassed  all 
expectations  ahd  our  congratulations  go  to  Firs.  Kerrigan,  Firs.  Palmer,  the  Directors 
and  all  those  who  have  contributed  to  its  success.  Our  most  spectacular  new  venture  has 
been  “The  Study  Sings”.  This  was  suggested,  and  the  first  plans  were  laid  for  it  in 
January,  1957.  It  necessitated  finding  a  recording  company,  a  printer  to  do  the  cover 
and  a  hall  in  which  to  do  the  recording.  Dean  Dowker  very  kindly  gave  us  permission 
to  use  Christ  Church  Cathedral  for  the  church  service  part  of  the  record.  Fir.  Benoit 
Lafleur  of  the  C.B.C.  lent  us  the  Hermitage  for  two  days  in  order  to  have  each  section 
of  the  School  sing  separately.  Finally  Fliss  Seath  and  the  girls  in  the  art  class  worked 
on  a  cover  design  and  in  September  1957  the  efforts,  time  and  work  of  Fliss  Blanchard, 
Fliss  Seath  and  the  entire  School  became  a  record  and  sold  with  such  astounding 
success  that  this  February  we  were  able  to  buy  for  the  School  out  of  the  proceeds  a 
tape  recorder  which  I  hear  is  a  joy  to  all  the  classes  and  teachers  who  use  it.  The  sum 
of  forty  dollars  a  year  for  two  years  to  be  spent  at  the  discretion  of  Fliss  Seath  for  the 
Art  Room  was  voted  at  the  annual  meeting  last  June.  Also  the  final  instalment  on 
our  commitment  of  $100  a  year  for  three  years  to  the  Library  was  paid.  The  file  cards 
with  the  ever  changing  names  and  addresses  of  the  S.O.G.A.  have  been  brought  up  to 
date.  In  December  1957,  Fir.  Little  of  the  C.B.C.  asked  if  the  girls  of  the  Upper 
School  could  be  permitted  to  sing  their  carol  service  on  the  C.B.C.  Trans-Canada 
Flatinee  on  December  19th.  This  was  a  great  honour,  but  it  also  meant  extra  work 
for  both  Fliss  Blanchard  and  the  girls  at  this  busy  season.  However,  they  rallied  and 
the  results  were  so  clear  and  so  successful  that  the  recital  was  recorded.  Enough  re¬ 
cords  were  printed  for  the  girls  of  the  Upper  School  and  it  is  hoped  that  if  the  demand 
is  great  enough  next  fall  more  copies  can  be  made.  This  has  been  a  brief  review  of 
what  the  Old  Girls’  Association  is  doing  and  has  done  and  I  feel  sure  that  the  future 
holds  many  new  and  exciting  projects. 


Joyce  FIcGreevy. 
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AS  WE  WERE! 

Top — Mrs.  Larratt  Smith,  Mrs.  Peter  Kerrigan,  Mrs. 
Victor  Hugman,  Mrs.  Allen  Boswell,  Miss  Joan  Bronson. 

Bottom — Miss  Joan  de  Pass,  Mrs.  Brian  McGreevy, 
Mrs.  John  Cape. 


AS  WE  ARE! 

S.O.G.A.  Executive  1956-58 
Top — Miss  Joan  Bronson,  Mrs.  Allen  Boswell,  Mrs. 
Larratt  Smith. 

Bottom — Mrs.  Peter  Kerrigan,  Mrs.  Brian  McGreevy, 
Mrs.  John  Cape,  Mrs.  V.  Hugman. 


OLD  GIRLS’  NEWS 

We  congratulate  most  sincerely  the  Old  Girls  whose  distinctions  are  mentioned 

below. 

Dr.  Dorothy  Osborne  has  returned  to  Canada  after  ten  years  in  New  York 
with  the  department  of  Social  Affairs  on  the  United  Nations.  She  was  also  in  Geneva 
with  the  Narcotics  Division  dealing  with  the  international  control  of  narcotics.  She 
has  now  joined  the  Department  of  External  Affairs  at  Ottawa  and  was  one  of  the 
advisors  to  the  Canadian  Delegation  at  the  meeting  of  the  Security  Council  in  1957. 

Joyce  Kirkpatrick  will  be  a  member  of  the  cast  of  the  Stratford  Players 
during  the  Festival  this  summer.  She  and  her  twin  Judy  were  both  there  last  season 
with  “My  Fur  Lady”. 

Th  is  school  will  be  represented  at  the  Brussels  International  Fair  this  year 
by  Anna  Guthrie  who,  due  to  her  proficiency  in  French  at  The  Study  and  McGill, 
was  chosen  from  a  great  number  of  university  students  to  guide  at  the  Canadian 
pavilion.  She  will  be  there  from  April  until  November  and  will  no  doubt  have  some 
very  interesting  stories  to  tell  when  she  gets  back. 

Judy  Darling  was  crowned  the  1957  Junior  Canadian  Golf  Champion.  She 
also  has  to  her  credit  the  Quebec  Junior  and  Senior  Championships. 
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At  McGill  are  Mary  Stavert,  Hilary  Thomas,  Margaret  Robertson,  Ann 
Barnet,  Gail  Gnaedinger,  Joan  McKnight,  Gail  McEachern,  Sylvia  Randall,  Susan 
Blaylock,  Janet  Savage,  Joanna  Silver,  Sandra  Smith,  Sandra  Wallace,  Wilson 
Baxter,  Joan  DePass,  Janet  Martin,  Audrey  Hamilton  and  Judy  Robb. 

Elizabeth  Vale  has  completed  her  course  at  the  Ontario  College  of  Education 
and  won  a  scholarship  awarded  by  the  Confederation  Life  Association.  She  is  planning 
to  visit  Faith  Heward  Berghuis  in  Japan  this  summer. 

Phoebe  Redpath  has  won  a  scholarship  at  Dalhousie  University. 

There  are  old  Study  girls  attending  other  colleges  and  universities.  Sybil 
Safdie  is  at  the  University  of  Montreal.  Heather  McIntosh  and  Phoebe  Redpath  are 
both  at  Dalhousie  University.  Priscilla  Kuhner  is  at  Macdonald  College.  Wendy 
Stevenson  is  at  Bishop’s  University,  and  Wendy  Tidmarsh  is  at  Mount  Allison. 
Louise  Whittaker  is  at  Sir  George  Williams  College,  where  she  is  Business  Manager 
of  the  “Georgian”  newspaper. 

The  Van  Alstynes,  Mary  and  Anne,  are  at  Wellesley  and  Smith  Colleges 
respectively. 

Lynda  Melling  and  Joyce  McEwen  are  at  the  Mother  House  taking  business 
courses.  Judy  Northey  can  be  seen  walking  to  McGill,  where  she  works  for  the  Grad¬ 
uate  Society.  Gail  Palmer  is  with  the  Chevrolet  Motor  Company. 

Lynne  Geddes,  Hana  Schneider,  Jane  Cushing  and  Elizabeth  Hague  are 
taking  temperatures  at  the  Montreal  General  Hospital,  while  Lynn  Evans  is  studying 
at  the  Royal  Victoria  Hospital.  Also  at  the  Montreal  General  in  haemotology  are 
Marilyn  Dillon  and  Daphne  Wright,  while  Chella  Cleveland  and  Diana  Daniels 
work  in  electro-cardiograph. 

Fashion  coordinator  at  J.  A.  Ogilvie  Co.,  Diana  Hamilton,  is  planning  to  take 
in  the  Paris  openings.  Electa  McMaster  is  taking  dress  designing  and  loves  it.  Mar¬ 
guerite  L’Anglais  has  taken  a  course  at  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts. 

Lesly  Gray,  Jill  Jenkins  and  Diana  Mackay  are  in  Switzerland  and  enjoying 
themselves  immensely. 

Mrs.  D.  H.  Starkey  (Charlotte  Stairs)  is  the  Area  Commissioner  for  the  Quebec 
Council  of  Girl  Guides. 

TURNABOUT  SHOP  INCORPORATED 

BOARD  OF  DIRECTORS  1957-58 

President:  Mrs.  Peter  Kerrigan 
Vice-President:  Mrs.  A.  M.  B.  Wright 
Secretary:  Mrs.  Gwynneth  Good 
Treasurer:  Miss  Kathryn  Mason 
Pricing  Chairman:  Mrs.  William  Stewart 

Mrs.  John  Jenkins:  Chairman  of  Volunteers 

Mrs.  Ethel  Cushing:  Assistant  Chairman  of  Volunteers 

Mrs.  Victor  Hugman:  Assistant  Pricing  Chairman 

Mrs.  Murray  Cassils:  Storage  Chairman 

Miss  Barbara  Heward:  Display  Chairman 

Mrs.  Lome  Walls:  Assistant  Display  Chairman 

Mrs.  Ross  Newman:  Chairman  of  Buying  IF  Maintenance 

Miss  Diana  Gaherty:  Assistant  Treasurer 

Mrs.  John  Stairs:  Publicity  Chairman 

Mrs.  Brian  McGreevy:  Chairman  of  Nominating  Committee 

The  Turnabout  Shop  is  now  two  and  a  half  years  old  and  has  been  in  its  new 
quarters  on  Victoria  Avenue  for  a  whole  year,  and  I  think  that  we  can  safely  say  now 
that  it  has  passed  beyond  the  experimental  stage  arid  is  a  well  established  institution 
in  the  community.  It  has  many  steady  customers  and  over  sixteen  hundred  suppliers, 
and  the  volume  of  business  has  greatly  increased  since  our  move  to  our  new  premises. 
We  are  thrilled  to  report  that  this  year  we  have  been  able  to  send  to  the  School  Pen- 
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Barbara  Howard  decorates 
one  of  the  shop’s  windows. 
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sion  Fund  a  cheque  for  $4,000,  an  amount  which  surpassed  all  our  fondest  hopes,  but 
which  represents  untold  hours  of  work  on  the  part  of  the  staff,  board  and  volunteers. 

Mrs.  Charles  Palmer  (herself  an  Old  Girl)  has  been  manager  of  the  Shop  for 
her  second  year  and  has  become  indispensable  to  all  of  us.  She  is  constantly  besieged 
by  questions  on  all  matters,  and  her  ability  to  sell  anything  to  anybody  is  astounding. 
The  second  member  of  our  staff,  Mrs.  Barbara  Arthur,  has  been  with  us  for  a  year 
and  I  do  not  know  how  we  could  do  without  her.  As  well  as  many  other  tasks,  she  is 
responsible  for  all  our  very  complicated  bookkeeping,  (by  which  every  single  garment 
has  to  be  kept  track  of  and  credited  to  the  right  person  when  it  is  sold).  Nobody 
could  fulfill  their  jobs  with  more  zeal  than  Mrs.  Palmer  and  Mrs.  Arthur,  and  their 
determination  to  make  as  much  money  as  possible  for  the  School  is  a  wonderful 
example  for  all  of  us. 

I  really  wish  that  it  was  practical  to  keep  a  record  of  the  number  of  hours  of 
labour  that  is  put  into  the  various  phases  of  Shop  work,  as  I  think  it  would  stagger 
all  of  us.  When  I  think  of  the  endless  evenings  Kay  Mason  spends  writing  cheques  to 
suppliers,  of  Bobby  Heward  and  Barbara  Walls  struggling  to  make  this  week’s  window 
display  even  more  attractive  than  last’s  (and  their  windows  have  become  famous!), 
of  Grace  Cassils  down  in  the  basement  with  her  mothballs,  of  Shirley  Stairs  trying  to 
dream  up  a  new  publicity  stunt,  of  Marjorie  Stewart  organizing  her  pricers,  and  of 
Peggy  Jenkins  phoning  desperately  to  find  a  substitute  for  the  volunteer  who  just 
went  South,  not  to  mention,  of  course,  all  the  volunteers  themselves  who  sell  in  the 
front  of  the  shop  and  price  in  the  back  and  who  only  occasionally  go  South, — when  I 
think  of  all  of  this,  I  am  very  impressed  and  I  wonder  why  on  earth  we  work  so  hard. 
I  suppose  each  of  us  has  different  reasons  but  surely  we  all  get  considerable  satisfaction 
out  of  being  a  part  of  a  new  experiment  which  is  turning  out  so  successfully,  and  which 
is  producing  a  service  to  the  public  as  well  as  money  for  the  School, — and  on  top  of 
that,  despite  the  work,  we  really  do  have  lots  of  fun! 

I  cannot  possibly  thank  everyone  who  has  helped  the  Shop  throughout  the 
year  as  there  are  so  many  kind  friends,  but  I  would  like  to  mention  the  many  thought¬ 
ful  suppliers  who  send  in  some  or  all  of  their  clothes  as  donations,  which  not  only 
means  that  the  Shop  gets  one  hundred  per  cent  of  the  profit  but  it  also  means  vastly 
simpler  bookkeeping  and  this  is  greatly  appreciated,  especially  in  respect  to  the  small 
articles,  (ordinarily  the  supplier  is  given  back  50%  of  the  price  at  which  the  garment  is 
sold). 

The  volunteers,  of  course,  are  indispensable  and  I  am  closing  with  a  list  of 
the  regular  workers  to  whom  I  give  special  thanks.  There  are  other  substitutes  who 
have  filled  in  on  occasion  and  it  is  interesting  to  note  that  as  well  as  Old  Girls  there 
are  many  mothers  of  present  Studyites  also  working  at  the  Shop.  To  these  non-Old 
Girls  I  would  like  to  say  a  particular  thank-you. 

Claire  Kerrigan. 


SHOP  VOLUNTEERS 

Mrs.  John  Amsden  (Audrey  Bovey),  Mrs.  Ian  Bovey  (Diana  Wright),  Mrs. 
Randolph  Bridgman,  Mrs.  A.  W.  Bruce,  Mrs.  W.  F.  S.  Carter  (Joyce  Wynn),  Mrs. 
Evans  Christmas,  Mrs.  J.  H.  E.  Colby,  Mrs.  Fraser  Coristine  (Virginia  Sare),  Mrs. 
A.  B.  Darling,  Mrs.  A.  De  Pass,  Mrs.  John  Dixon  (Elizabeth  McConkey),  Mrs.  W. 
G.  H.  Doyle,  Mrs.  Harry  Erdrich  (Nancy  Montefiore),  Airs.  W.  A.  Eversfield,  Mrs. 
J.  M.  Evans,  Miss  Diana  Fairman,  Mrs.  F.  W.  Fairman,  Mrs.  Norman  Fowler,  Mrs. 
G.  A.  Gaherty,  Mrs.  R.  E.  Harrison,  Mrs.  J.  V.  Henderson,  Mrs.  George  Jarvis,  Airs. 
Hugh  Johnston  (Irene  Irwin),  Mrs.  Tom  King,  Mrs.  Arthur  Lafleur,  Mrs.  Ted  Lyman, 
Mrs.  j.  L.  Macarthur,  Mrs.  K.  T.  MacFarlane,  Mrs.  Jamieson  Martin  (Dorothy 
Coward),  Mrs.  G.  B.  Maughan,  Miss  Daphne  Montefiore,  Mrs.  A.  W.  Owen,  Mrs. 
Barry  Porteous,  (Adele  Roberton),  Mrs.  R.  W.  Rankin,  Mrs.  R.  G.  Rogers,  Mrs. 
Hugh  Starkey  (Charlotte  Stairs),  Mrs.  Stephen  Stephens,  Mrs.  W.  G.  Southam,  Adrs. 
A.  G.  Thom  (Daphne  Sare),  Mrs.  A.  T.  Thom,  Mrs.  Roland  Watt  (Margaret  Turner 
Bone),  Airs.  G.  L.  White  (Eileen  Stairs). 
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ENGAGEMENTS 


Judy  Mather  to  Tom  Costain 
Joan  Gordon  to  John  Campbell 
Mary  Van  Alstyne  to  David  Hoult 
Connie  E’ Anglais  to  William  Peter  Barnes 
Juliana  de  Kuyper  to  John  Lynch-Staunton 
Ann  Peacock  to  George  Novotny 
Eve  Marler  to  Philip  Aspinall 


MARRIAGES 

Sarah  Aitken  to  Richard  Stevenson 

Jane  Aitken  to  Anthony  Dodge 

Sally  Bradeen  to  Eugene  Charles  Peirce 

Alarcia  Crombie  to  Rev.  Reginald  Hollis 

Faith  Heward  to  Lieut.  W.  W.  Berghuis,  U.S.  Army 

Judy  Lennon  to  Sub.  Lt.  (C.E)  Ervin  Elder  Sande,  R.C.N. 

Sally  Matthiews  to  Hugh  Leblanc 

Mary  McEachran  to  Geoffry  Russell  Williams 

Katie  Molson  to  Sterling  Moss 

Barbara  Plow  to  Carter  Powis 

Sandrea  Ogilvie  to  Shirley  Woods 


BIRTHS 

Joan  Moffitt  Bell,  a  daughter 

Sally  Parsons  Clermont,  a  daughter 

Carlyn  Kruger  Dodds,  a  son 

Sydney  Fisher  Duder,  a  son 

Rosina  McCarthy  Fontein,  a  daughter 

Angela  Rose  Gardner,  a  son 

Diana  Mather  Hancock,  a  daughter 

Marigold  Savage  Hyde,  a  son 

Pamela  Ponder  Hyde,  a  son 

Nancy  Ridout  Malcolm,  a  son 

Patricia  MacDermot  Munro,  a  daughter 

Deirdre  Molson  Stevenson,  a  son 

Sally  McDougall  Turner,  a  son 

Charlotte  Butler  Vidal,  a  daughter 

Joan  Anderson  Marsden,  a  son 

Barbara  Jellett  Gardner,  a  son 

Kitty  Evans  Cocks,  a  son 

Willa  Ogilvie  Creighton,  a  daughter 


48 


